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Introduction 


It  is  our  hope  that  you  may  find  within  the  pages  of  this  book 
something  to  encourage  your  imagination,  to  spark  your  creativity,  or  to 
empower  you.  Personal  legacy  and  heritage  are  something  we  all  should 
know,  it  is  one  way  we  learn  to  grow.  In  sharing  with  you  the  works 
herein,  we  desire  to  nurture  hope,  to  challenge  your  mind,  and  feed  your 
soul.  We  encourage  you  to  reach  out  to  others  — in  doing  so  you  become  a 
beacon  of  light. 

Remember  to  encourage,  to  inspire,  and  to  empower  others! 

—Michelle  Blackwood 
The  Final  Draft  Poetry  Editor 


“Cat”  by  Sara  Laudeman 
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Wind  Dancer 

Michelle  Blackwood 

Be  a wind  dancer 
Be  a dream  chaser 
Allow  the  earth  to  heal 
To  achieve  its  purpose  to  renew 

Could  this  be  a life  changer? 

Be  a wind  dancer 

As  the  melody  moves  you  through  time 

Be  a flame  thrower 
Be  a risk  taker 

Allow  the  fire  to  ignite  within  your  heart 
A reason  to  play  a part 

Be  a dream  chaser 

Catch  a cloud,  ride  the  wind 

Leam  to  understand  what  lives  within 

Be  a peace  maker 
Be  a rainmaker 

Allow  the  serenity  you  have  found 
To  capture  the  hearts  of  others 

Taking  risks  is  not  for  the  faint  of  heart 
Be  a risk  taker 

Allow  your  inner  courage  to  you  surprise 

Be  a wanderer 
Be  a fighter 

Allow  curiosity  to  guide  your  path 
Wander  the  earth  before  you  form  the  ties 

Making  rain  is  often  seen  as  a selfish  effort 
Be  a rainmaker 
By  making  rain  in  the  desert 

Be  a shadow  catcher 
Be  a star  gazer 

Allow  imagination  to  move  outside 
It  will  help  you  a shadow  to  capture 

Many  battles  can't  be  won,  many  destinies  can’t  be  complete 

Be  a fighter  all  the  same 

The  journey  you  take  in  the  attempt  is  the  feat 

Yes  dream  the  dream,  jump  off  the  balance  beam 
Allow  life  to  expand,  do  not  be  just  another  grain  of  sand 
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Snow  Drops 

Karen  Chamberlain 

The  snow  began  to  fall, 

So  1 looked  up  into  the  sky  to  see  the  first  drift. 

Cold  and  beautiful  they  fell, 

Like  ice  and  water,  but  neither. 

Falling  to  the  ground  melting  at  the  touch,  and  sticking  to  the  next, 
Cold  and  brilliant. 

White  and  smooth,  a blanket  coating  the  ground. 

Landing  here  and  there. 

Hardening  and  clumping  together, 

Flying  from  the  sky  and  landing  with  the  touch  of  a feather. 
Unseen,  untouched. 

Disappearing  into  the  night. 
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Lady  Gray 

Karen  Chamberlain 

Lady  Gray,  how  delicate. 

Liquid  diamonds,  somber  gray,  feathered  touch. 

Not  today,  nor  the  morrow. 

Softly  twilling,  softly  twirling. 

Somber  gray  above  and  feather  white  below. 
Softly  twilling,  softly  twirling. 

Up  and  down,  all  around,  never  seen,  but  heard  and  felt. 
Lady  Gray  how  nice,  how  sweet,  how  cool. 


The  Causes  and  Consequences  of  Sock- 
Matching  During  the  Cold  War 

Sir  Francis  Dashwood 

Once  upon  a time,  some  fifty-odd  years  ago,  in  Dashwoodville, 
Georgia,  there  were  two  colleges  that  had  been  built  facing  each  other — 
Southern  Belles  and  Young  Beaux.  Southern  Belles  was  an  all-female 
school  and  Young  Beaux  was  all-male.  Each  school  had  exactly  one 
thousand  young  and  eager  registered  students.  To  all  involved  this  seemed 
like  an  equitable  and  en  joyable  arrangement.  Inevitably,  a lot  of  dating, 
etc.,  went  on  (the  “etc."  is  really  the  interesting  bit — but  this  is  The  Final 
Draft  we’re  reading,  not  the  National  Inquirer). 

On  a normal  Saturday  evening,  the  overwhelming  majority  of 
the  gentlemen  from  Beaux  had  partners,  although,  sadly,  not  all.  Each 
weekend,  an  equal  few  of  the  Belles  and  Beaux  were  compelled  to  spend 
their  evening  alone,  in  that  solitary  activity  of  the  socially  rejected, 
matching  up  the  contents  of  their  sock  drawer.  If  such  information  (a  list 
of  the  dateless  students)  had  been  available  in  advance,  then  each  of  those 
who  were  destined  to  spend  Saturday  in  solitude  certainly  would  have  had 
the  opportunity  to  contact  the  most  appealing  member  of  the  other  college 
(or  their  own)  with  a view  to  exploring  mutually  agreeable  activities. 

Unfortunately,  such  a list  could  never  be  published.  Listed 
individuals  would  have  been  mortified  to  have  had  such  embarrassing 
information  about  their  personal  failings  set  before  the  critical  and 
mocking  gaze  of  the  twin  campus  communities. 

But  why  would  such  information  be  necessary,  you  might 
inquire.  1 low  could  such  a deplorable  situation,  invidious  for  all  involved, 
be  perpetrated,  let  alone  perpetuated?  Surely,  you  might  argue,  these  few 
stragglers  would,  through  time,  discover  each  other  and,  the  more 
extensively  the  pairing  up  of  couples  proceeded,  the  easier  it  would 
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become  for  the  rejects  to  locate  each  other  (rather  like  Concentration). 
After  all,  you  might  summarize,  with  a platitude,  misery  loves  company. 
Eventually  the  pecking  order  would  be  established,  perhaps  more  to  the 
satisfaction  of  those  at  the  top  than  to  those  at  the  lower  end  of  the  totem 
pole  but,  given  the  social  pressures  to  get  some  kind  of  date  rather  than 
none,  all  participants  would  acquiesce  to  some  mutually  acceptable 
understanding. 

A moment  of  tranquil  reflection  will  lead  us  to  discard  this 
model  of  reality.  At  any  particular  instant,  some  beau  would  be  in  the 
process  of  having  his  face  slapped,  some  belle  in  the  process  of  receiving 
the  insalubrious  sobriquet  of  “prude”:  evolving  likes  and  dislikes,  and  the 
upheavals  of  interpersonal  development  would  conspire  to  proscribe  the 
establishment  and  maintenance  of  perfect  harmony.  Also,  remember,  the 
grass  is  always  greener...  Recognizing  one’s  errors  of  judgment,  striving 
to  escape  an  unfortunate  liaison,  and  seeking  to  better  one’s  lot  are 
inevitable,  and  desirable,  human  traits,  but  ones  whose  unavoidable 
consequence  is  to  shatter  pair-bonds. 

A high-flying,  but  hypothetical,  Soviet  spy-satellite,  whizzing  by 
in  the  stratosphere,  snapping  photos  of  the  imperialist  version  of  Georgia, 
would  have  been  able  to  develop  images  of  dejected  American  youth, 
slouching  disconsolately  along  their  sidewalks,  the  tiny  speakers  of  their 
transistor  radios  pressed  firmly  to  one  side  of  their  head,  pumping 
degenerate  Philadelphia  sanitized  synthetic  pop  into  their  auditory  canals, 
contaminating  their  dispirited  temporal  lobes  with  Fabian  and  Funicello — 
alienation  in  practice.  Firstly,  a patently  clear,  if  futile,  attempt  to  block 
out  the  irresistibly  depressing  sensations  of  capitalistic  reality  and, 
secondly,  by  converting  their  immature  brains  into  a juddering  mush  of 
jangling  ganglia,  an  even  more  pitiful  attempt  to  suppress  the  rising  flood 
of  self-pitying  anguish  that  would  be  engendered  by  finding  oneself 
trapped  in  such  a fearsome  situation  of  not  being  wanted. 

But  the  difficulty  goes  much  deeper  than  the  mere  lack  of 
activity  caused  by  the  natural  break-up  and  the  time  taken  to  find  a new 
partner.  All  two  thousand  daters  must  have  known  that  it  was  only  a 
matter  of  time  before  “Mr./Ms.  Right”  would  come  along  (or,  at  least, 
“Mr./Ms.  This-One’s-Fine-For-A- While”).  For  even  the  most  thoroughly 
unedifying  male  there  would  be  a singularly  unprepossessing  female. 
Parenthetically,  it  probably  was  not  the  ones  at  the  bottom  of  the  totem 
pole  who  posed  the  problem — they  would  know  their  place  and  be  grateful 
for  whatever  crumbs  they  got.  The  same  would  hold  true  for  the  ones  up  at 
the  top.  It  was  the  ambitious  ones  in  the  middle  who  were  eager  to  change 
the  status  quo.  It  was  this  group  that  harbored  the  restless  individuals  who 
yearned  to  break  out  (but  not  in  zits). 

So  the  Belles  and  the  Beaux  accepted  that  it  would  be  quite 
exceptional,  and  perhaps  cause  for  disapprobation,  to  continuously  consort 
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with  one  partner  throughout  all  four  years  of  college.  How  depressing! 
How  stultifyingly  dull!  Such  an  arrangement  really  wouldn’t  be  very 
desirable.  No,  a dateless  Saturday  night  every  so  often  was  an  acceptable 
price  to  pay  for  some  variety,  which,  after  all,  is  the  sugar  and  spice  of 
life. 

The  Soviet  satellite  certainly  would  not  have  failed  to  detect 
these  ambitious  seekers  after  improvement,  variety  and  pleasure  but  would 
have  noted  that  there  were  others  who  were  slouching  along  for  quite 
different  reasons.  These  wretched  creatures  were  dateless  simply  because 
of  either  the  capriciousness  of  preferences  or  because  of  a slowness  in 
responding  to  new  circumstances.  Fine-focusing  the  magnification  on  the 
ultra-zoom  lens,  the  spy  capsule  would  be  able  to  pinpoint  one  such 
hapless  student,  who  answered  to  the  name  of  Billy-Bob. 

Billy-Bob,  a lad  of  average  stature  and  physical  appearance, 
who  lounged  on  a bench  in  the  shade  of  one  of  the  old  elm  trees  that 
fringed  the  spacious  boulevard  connecting  Beaux  with  Belles,  was 
contemplating  the  prospect  of  an  interminable  evening  of  mind-numbing 
sock-matching  because  he  had  erred  in  omitting  to  learn  how  to  drive  a 
car.  His  girl,  Lorena,  had  dismissed  him  summarily,  with  a dainty  but 
decisive  stamp  of  her  tiny  foot  the  last  time  that  they  had  met,  on  this  very 
bench,  because  poor  Billy-Bob  had  been  unable  to  convey  her  in  a car  to  a 
destination  of  her  choice.  She  had  averred  that  there  would  be  no  more 
transport  of  delight  for  him. 

Back  in  the  old  days,  when  Billy-Bob,  Sr.  (Billy-Bob’s  pop)  was 
attending  Young  Beaux,  an  automobile  had  been  viewed  as  an 
unnecessary  luxury  and  the  father  had  instilled  the  same  belief  into  the 
son.  Young  Billy-Bob  had  failed  to  adapt  to  the  new  state  of  affairs:  he 
couldn’t  drive;  he  had  no  wheels;  he  was  on  a slippery  slope. 
Technological  advances  had  rendered  him  obsolete!  All  the  guys  had  cars 
now — it  was  a necessity  of  social  life.  Billy-Bob  had  realized  his  folly 
and  had  enrolled  in  driver-education  classes  at  last  and,  on  his  most  recent 
weekend  home  (he  had  run  out  of  socks  to  match),  he  had  vigorously  put 
the  fix  on  Billy-Bob,  Sr.  for  a special  dispensation  to  invest  in  a second- 
hand Ford  Pinto.  Billy-Bob’s  gran’daddy,  OF  Billy-Bob,  who  didn’t  do 
much  of  anything  anymore  ‘cept  chew  tobacco  and  expectorate 
inaccurately  in  the  general  direction  of  an  old  brass  cuspidor,  became  quite 
lucid  long  enough  to  opine,  to  nobody  in  particular,  that  he’d  never  been 
all  that  keen  on  cars,  especially  since  they  had  stopped  having  running 
boards.  Billy-Bob  Sr.  had  said  he’d  have  to  have  him  some  time  to  think 
about  this  car  idea.  In  the  meantime. . . 

Jenny  sipped  a lemon  phosphate  at  Al’s  Soda  Shop:  Jenny  was  a 
sweet,  old-fashioned  kind  of  girl.  In  other  words,  she  had  precious  little 
going  for  her,  least  of  all  the  students  from  Beaux.  Back  in  the  old  days, 
Jenny  Sr.  had  more  dates  than  you  could  shake  a stick  at,  and  many  that 
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deserved  to  have  a stick  shaken  at  them.  She  was  ‘way  up  there  at  the 
giddy  height  of  the  social  totem  pole.  She  had  even  dated  Billy-Bob  Sr. 
for  a while — he  was  good  to  be  seen  with.  But  tastes  are  fickle:  what  had 
been  a successful,  if  unpremeditated,  strategy  for  Jenny  Sr.  had  become  a 
crushing  burden  for  Jenny  Jr.  She  was  unwilling,  perhaps  unable,  to  adapt 
to  the  new  social  mores  that  had  swept  through  the  twin  campuses  and  so, 
like  Billy-Bob,  Jenny  had  been  left  behind. 

To  make  matters  worse  (if  such  a possibility  could  occur),  Jenny 
was  a redhead,  and  this  was  a time  when  dizzy,  fizzy  blondes  were  all  the 
rage.  Again,  Jenny  could  have  compensated  for  this  appalling  genetic 
oversight  on  the  part  of  her  parents,  Jenny  Sr.  and  Big  Red — a quick  dip 
and  dab  of  hair  coloring  and  the  remodeling  of  her  ponytail  into  a more 
contemporary  pageboy  and  bangs  at  Belinda’s  Beauty  Salon  on  Magnolia 
Drive  would  have  done  the  trick  in  a trice.  But  Jenny  was  reluctant  to 
compromise  her  appearance  in  so  blatant  a manner.  Had  she  thought  to  do 
so,  she  would  have  proclaimed,  “Take  me  as  I am,  or  not  at  all!”  And  so, 
unhappily,  the  dismal  prospect  of  sock-matching  loomed  before  her. 

The  Communist  cosmonautical  camera  observed  Billy-Bob  and 
Jenny,  and  recorded  that  they  are  both  undoubtedly  sidelined  for  reasons 
other  than  that  of  a natural  propensity  for  disengagement.  Probing  further 
into  the  small,  cloistered  enclave  of  Dashwoodville,  other  facts  were 
revealed.  A computerized  check  into  the  background  data  compiled  by  the 
Kremlin  on  Dashwoodville  uncovered  the  snippet  that  Southern  Belles 
operated  on  a quarter  system,  whereas  Y oung  Beaux  was  on  a semester 
schedule.  This  insensitive  administrative  lapse  of  judgment  had  caused 
much  understandable  grief  among  the  residents  of  the  twin  campuses. 

The  perverse  scheduling  was  a two-fold  encumbrance.  Just 
when  the  Belles  were  being  liberated  from  the  dire  exigencies  of 
examinations,  with  all  the  concomitant  hours  of  protracted  study  which  are 
so  deleterious  to  a thriving  social  calendar,  the  Beaux  were  having  to  gird 
their  loins  (so  to  speak)  in  order  to  be  ready  to  endure  their  own  ordeal. 
Also,  because  the  terms  did  not  coincide,  there  were  seemingly  endless 
weeks  in  which  there  was  no  form  of  overlap  (so  to  speak). 

The  upshot  of  this  inconvenient  timetabling  was  that  very  little 
dating  could  go  on,  even  for  those  at  the  top  of  the  totem  pole,  even  if  they 
had  blonde  hair  and  a car.  There  was  simply  a massive  decline  in  the 
availability  of  dates.  Most  people  were  left  out.  It  meant  that  more  socks 
than  were  strictly  necessary  were  being  matched.  The  Beaux  and  Belles 
would  concede  that  not  every  student  could  hope  to  be  in  style  and  au 
courant  with  all  the  new  trimmings  that  enlivened  their  existence.  But  this 
final  obstacle  was  avoidable. 

Annoyed  by  the  feeling  of  helplessness,  and  appalled  by  the 
sensation  that  those  in  authority  really  didn’t  care  about  their  plight,  a 
group  of  students  instigated  a takeover  of  the  administrative  offices  of  the 
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two  colleges,  with  a view  to  negotiating  a resolution  to  the  social  malaise 
that  was  affecting  them  all.  Just  a modicum  of  forward  planning  would 
have  satisfied  everyone. 

Overhead,  far  above,  beyond  the  soon-to-be  depleted  ozone 
layer,  a silver  ball  slowly  revolved.  Its  operators,  thousands  of  miles  away, 
knew  just  where  a modicum  of  forward  planning  might  lead  and  rewarded 
themselves  with  a smile. 


Where  I'm  From 

Juanisdeli  Munoz 

I am  from  warm  days  filled  with  family  gatherings. 

Here  city  lights  are  too  far  to  be  seen. 

Stars  in  the  evenings  guide  our  way  home  on  our  loyal  steed. 

I laugh  as  I ran.  I enjoy  the  warmth  of  tamales  and  Abuela's  soft  voice. 

"Mi 

Nina,"  she  screams. 

Naive  I remain  until  I turn  five  and  find  myself  surrounded  in  change. 

I am  from  honeysuckle-filled  playgrounds  where  I run  from  bumble  bees. 
Carolina  Blue  is  all  I see. 

Live  bands  around  the  block,  friendly  faces  to  meet 
English  is  still  all  so  new  to  me. 

I am  from  dancing  crowds  that  get  lost  in  the  smells  of  crunchy  enpanadas. 
I am  from  "Hola"  turns  into  "Hey  Y’all."  This  mix  in  my  soul  I hold  dear. 
Learning  new  culture,  new  language,  is  something  all  fear. 

I am  from  intertwined  backgrounds  like  the  strings  of  my  dad's  guitar. 
Latin  heat  is  my  heart  and  the  cool  breeze  of  Carolina  keeps  me  grounded 
like  the  old  pine  tree. 
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Just  Writs 

Alexandra  Rae  Cox 

Ever  since  Christmas  Eve  had  a constant,  rhythmic  thought 
running  through  my  mind.  ‘Write,  write,  write,’  chants  the  voice.  It  never 
ends.  Even  when  I’m  busy,  or  thinking  hard  on  some  other  subject,  the 
chanting  is  going  on  very  quietly  in  the  back  of  my  mind.  If  I reply,  ‘Write 
what?’,  the  voice  answers,  ‘Just  write’  as  if  it  were  the  simplest  thing  in 
the  world.  Simpler  than  plucking  grass  from  the  ground,  or  finding  shapes 
in  the  clouds.  If  I’m  feeling  at  all  self-deprecating  when  I question  the 
chanting  voice,  then  it  will  reply  with,  ‘Just  write,  stupid.’ 

For  honesty’s  sake,  I should  say  that  this  voice,  this  pounding 
mantra  of  ‘write,  write,  write,’  has  been  in  my  head  for  years.  I’ve  stifled 
it,  taped  it  up  with  duct  tape  and  focused  on  other  thoughts  such  as 
‘finals!’,  ‘mid-terms!’,  ‘grades!’,  ‘deadlines!’  The  strongest  gag,  though, 
has  been  my  own  self-doubt.  I worried  I wasn’t  good  enough,  or  creative, 
smart,  or  original  enough. 

None  of  these  worries  were  conscious  thoughts.  When  I stopped 
writing  years  ago,  I blamed  it  on  writer’s  block,  on  not  being  able  to  find 
the  words.  They  used  to  come  so  easily.  They  seemed  to  flow  through  me 
and  appear  on  my  computer  screen  with  very  little  effort  on  my  part.  It  felt 
like  I had  constant  access  to  a mythical  river  of  words  that  every  writer 
who  has  ever  had  writer’s  block  wished  they  knew  how  to  find.  But  the 
river  had  been  dammed  up,  and  instead  of  walking  upstream  to  find  out 
where  the  words  had  gone,  or  better  yet,  where  that  dam  even  came  from, 

I moved  on,  and  busied  myself  in  other  ways.  While  I loved  my  new 
projects  and  hobbies,  none  of  them  inspired  me  and  made  me  feel  like  I 
had  a purpose  quite  like  writing  had. 

I was  unaccustomed  to  looking  for  the  words.  Stories  and  ideas 
came  so  easily  that,  before  I graduated  high  school,  I had  written  two 
novels,  and  was  well  into  a third.  In  the  seven  years  since,  I have  perhaps 
written  a total  of  fifty  pages  of  fiction,  composed  primarily  of  a few  short 
stories  I was  never  very  proud  of  and  novels  that  never  lived  to  Chapter 
Three. 

I’ve  been  waiting  for  the  words  to  come  back,  for  the  dam  to 
break.  But  it  never  will,  and  I’m  beginning  to  wonder  if  only  kids  and 
teenagers  can  find  that  river.  So  I have  to  get  used  to  not  waiting  for  the 
words  to  come  back  to  me.  I have  to  figure  out  how  to  find  them  for 
myself. 

Despite  the  doubts  I’ve  had,  writing  has  been  a dream  of  mine 
for  as  long  as  I can  remember.  I love  being  able  to  take  people  on  journeys 
that  no  plane  ticket  can.  But  more  than  the  escapism  and  adventure,  I love 
how  writing  has  the  ability  to  teach.  It  isn’t  just  other  worlds  that  readers 
visit  - it’s  other  lives,  other  ways  of  thinking.  Readers  can,  if  only  for  a 
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few  hours,  become  Sabriel,  Harry,  Frodo,  Candy  Quackenbush,  or  Arya 
Stark.  The  readers  come  to  understand  those  characters  on  a much  deeper 
level  than  other  forms  of  entertainment  can  manage.  Through  stories, 
people  can  look  up  to  and  even  mourn  for  people  that  they  have  never  met, 
or  may  never  have  even  existed  outside  of  the  novel  at  all.  And  by 
understanding  these  characters  that  live  such  different  lives  than  their  own, 
perhaps  readers  can  come  to  understand  those  around  them,  outside  of  the 
stories,  a bit  better. 

Since  high  school,  I have  missed  telling  stories  and  creating 
interesting  characters,  but  I haven’t  really  admitted  it  until  Christmas  Day. 
That’s  when  I started  to  pay  attention  to  the  chanting  of  'write,  write, 
write’.  I had  just  opened  my  present,  a book  on  writing,  and  from  across 
the  family  room  my  mom  said,  “I  think  you  should  write.” 

It’s  harder  now  than  it  was  seven  years  ago,  but  it’s  what  I love. 
It’s  my  dream,  so  I,  too,  think  I should  write.  Thanks,  Mom. 

Eyes 

Kate  Medlin 

They  say  about  their  children,  "I  look  into  her  eyes  and  see  the  person  I 
want  to  be.” 

or  “I  look  into  his  eyes  and  see  a world  of  curiosity.” 

Me?  I look  into  his  eyes. . . 

I lean  down  and  pull  in  the  eye  contact 

-the  way  the  speech  therapist  taught  rne- 
I find  his  eyes 

-that  search  my  face  for  cues  on  what  their  expression  should  be- 

And  I see 

The.  Most.  Beautiful.  Eyes. 

Eyes  too  beautiful  to  look  into  my  eyes 
Eyes  so  beautiful  that  just  looking  into  our 
ugly  eyes 
would  tarnish  them. 

When  I look  at  his  eyes,  I see  eyes  that  he  shares  with  me 

and  with  his  grandfather, 

my  aunt,  and  his  great  grandmother. 

-The  defining  trait  in  the  family  DNA- 
I see  eyes  that  fixate  on  spinning  wheels 
and  look  at  things  sideways  and  upside  down. 

I see  eyes  that  I will  protect 

eyes  that  I will  help  to  see 
eyes  that  I will  try  to  draw  in 
I see  my  son’s  eyes. 
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A Wonder 

Smith  Ngeve 


From  the  dark  and  slow  times 
To  the  fast  going  present  times 
You  make  things  better 
By  eradicating  what  is  better 

Your  Inspiration 

From  the  Creator’s  manifestation 
A duplicate 

Of  the  Creator’s  advocates 

From  seeing  the  Creator’s  mortal  transporter 
You  make  your  mecha-driven  executor 
Again!  His  morning  singer  - 
Your  gliding  ramjet  as  an  air  mutterer 

Y ou  make  it  easy 
Some  say 

Yet  evading  naturalization 
Others  say 


Change 

Chad  Banister 

The  Universe,  an  infinite  God 
The  World,  a place  of  life 
The  Humans,  a virus  or  soul 

In  what  way  shall  we  impact  ourselves,  our  neighbors,  and  our  home? 
Shall  we  live  together  in  harmony  with  nature  or 
Shall  we  die  slowly  at  war  with  ourselves? 

Changing  our  notions, 

Changing  our  knowledge, 

Changing  our  ways. 

The  only  path  to  save  ourselves. 

We  are  humans, 

We  are  from  the  same  place, 

We  are  together. 
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The  Roof 

Tierney  Shipley 

The  passion  in  my  voice  bursts  from  me  into  clouds  of 
crystallized  moisture,  clashing  like  broken  glass  against  the  silent  stillness 
of  night.  My  best  friend  and  I sit  on  my  roof,  huddled  once  again  under  a 
mound  of  blankets  sheltering  us  from  the  frigid  Alaskan  air  trying  to  sneak 
its  way  into  our  bones.  Our  conversation  flows  effortlessly,  the  freedom  of 
our  pouring  emotion  making  it  impossible  to  remember  where  one  topic 
ends  and  another  begins.  Soon  the  sun  would  rise  from  its  home  behind 
the  mountains,  awakening  the  world  to  a breathtaking  landscape.  The  best 
things  are  said  when  you  think  the  world  isn’t  listening,  so  now  is  when 
we  know  it’s  finally  time  for  bed. 

Those  nights  always  felt  infinite  to  me,  even  though  I knew  they 
would  draw  to  a close.  When  our  passion  turned  to  exhaustion  and  our 
words  slurred  into  tired  mush;  I knew  they  would  be  forever  in  my 
memory  as  a part  of  myself.  The  roof  wasn’t  just  a place  to  go  with  friends 
in  rebelliously  late  hours  of  the  night;  I often  went  there  on  my  own  when 
daily  stressors  became  too  much.  Like  an  escape  into  my  own  mind  where 
I could  figure  out  who  I am,  who  I wanted  to  become.  I found  comfort  in 
being  surrounded  by  life,  where  it  could  not  reach  me.  Going  there  was 
never  in  avoidance  of  life,  but  to  realize  the  best  parts  of  it.  A vast  horizon 
of  forested  mountains  painted  against  an  endless  sky  sat  in  front  of  me, 
making  me  feel  so  small  and  insignificant.  I realized  in  a moment  that  it  is 
better  to  stand  in  awe  at  the  magnitude  of  the  universe  than  expect  it  to 
stand  in  awe  of  you. 

My  roof  was  left  behind  like  many  things  in  my  life,  in  the  midst 
of  moving.  It  was  the  last  thing  in  my  old  home  that  I said  goodbye  to.  I 
walked  through  the  darkness  of  an  empty  house  that  was  no  longer 
recognizable  as  my  own  and  climbed  out  my  window  onto  the  flat  space  I 
had  spent  so  many  hours  on  in  solace.  I sat  there  for  a few  minutes  trying 
to  memorize  my  surroundings,  so  that  I could  visit  this  physical 
embodiment  of  peace  in  my  head  later  on.  I still  go  there  sometimes, 
because  it’s  the  place  that  taught  me  to  be  the  best  version  of  myself,  and 
continues  to.  I used  to  think  the  point  of  life  was  to  leave  a huge  mark  on 
the  world,  make  yourself  known  by  doing  good  things.  Society  teaches  us 
that  if  our  names  aren’t  written  into  history,  then  there’s  no  point  of  our 
existence  in  the  present.  I’m  not  worried  that  I won’t  matter.  To  me,  in  the 
over  7 billion  people  that  inhabit  this  planet,  there  isn’t  a single  one  who 
doesn’t  matter. 

I will  be  forgotten.  One  day  when  I’ve  been  in  the  ground  so 
long  that  I’ve  become  one  with  it,  all  that’s  left  of  me  will  be  my  name  on 
a stone.  People  will  read  it  and  have  absolutely  no  idea  who  I was,  what  I 
looked  like,  or  what  I did,  and  I am  completely  content  with  that.  Like  the 
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people  you  see  in  vintage  photographs,  their  life  was  so  long  ago  that  it 
hardly  seems  real.  Those  faded  faces  laughed,  danced,  cried,  loved  and 
were  loved.  I'm  not  asking  to  be  any  different  than  them.  I just  want  to 
experience  life  in  all  of  its  wonder  and  simplicities,  because  in  the  end  I 
can  say  that  I knew  what  it  was  like  to  be  alive. 


Death  No  Greater  End 

Bernard  Liles 

I asked,  “Why?  Why  must  I stop  killing?  What  have  they  done  to 
deserve  to  live?” 

Omegas  Jetora  responded  with  anger  in  his  voice.  “I  said  for  you  to 
stop.  Now  do  as  I command  or  die.” 

I was  shocked  that  this  being  would  order  me  around.  No  matter 
what  his  level  of  power  is,  I will  destroy  him.  But  first  I had  to  deal  with 
the  two  who  summoned  him. 

I flew  down,  letting  go  of  the  son  of  the  moon  as  I land  in  front  of 
the  first  man  and  woman.  I began  to  walk  to  them  saying,  “I  wanted  to  kill 
everybody  because  they  don’t  help,  nor  earn  the  right  to  be  alive!”  They 
blasted  me  with  big  fireballs  as  I got  near  them.  Soon,  I was  standing  face 
to  face  with  them  and  spat  fire,  then  breathed  in  their  ashes  through  my 
nose.  The  remaining  men  and  women  were  so  angry  that  I killed  their 
mother  and  father  that  they  fired  everything  they  had  left  at  me.  I absorbed 
some  of  that  power  and  reflected  the  rest  back  at  them.  There  was  still 
some  left,  which  was  good.  I don’t  want  to  destroy  a lifeless  world.  The 
four  sons  came  out  of  nowhere  and  punched  me  in  all  four  sides  of  my 
head.  I blow  them  away  with  an  energy  wave. 

Next  I flew  off  into  space  to  prepare  for  another  attack.  As  I was 
powering  up,  a powerful  blast  of  energy  hit  me  in  the  back.  I looked 
behind  me  and  saw  the  son  of  the  sun  preparing  for  another  attack.  Before 
he  could  unleash  that  attack,  I rammed  my  fist  through  his  face,  causing 
his  body  to  crack  and  explode.  The  blast  gave  me  enough  power  to  destroy 
both  the  blue  world  and  its  moon,  with  power  to  spare.  The  remaining 
three  sons  combined  their  power  to  unleash  a huge  energy  blast  at  me.  I 
took  the  full  force  of  their  attack  and  stood  there  unharmed.  I pointed  a 
finger  at  them  and  blasted  each  one  to  the  moon.  Then  I aimed  it  at  the 
world  and  fired  a massive  energy  ball  at  it.  The  earth’s  son  jumped  in  front 
of  the  blast  trying  to  stop  it,  but  failed.  The  blast  hit  the  planet,  and  the 
explosion  took  the  moon  with  it.  The  other  two  sons  were  also  caught  in 
the  blast,  but  I drained  them  of  their  power  before  they  were  consumed.  I 
turned  to  see  a red  world  next  to  the  one  I just  destroyed.  I flew  towards 
the  world  to  see  if  there  is  a good  fight  down  there. 
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I landed  on  the  red  sand  and  began  to  walk  around  until  I saw  a 
large  group  of  mountains  with  holes  in  them.  I ran  up  to  one  of  them  and 
prepared  to  fire  when  a green  energy  being  hit  me,  knocking  me  into  a 
giant  rock.  I looked  up  and  saw  a green  man  with  blue  markings  on  his 
arms  and  face.  He  wore  black  metal  armor.  He  was  about  to  shoot  a green 
energy  blast  at  me  when  I spit  a fireball  at  his  hand,  burning  it  to  a crisp. 
Now  he  was  going  to  hit  me  with  his  scorched  hand,  so  I breathed  fire  on 
him.  Once  he  was  reduced  to  ashes,  I could  destroy  the  rest  of  the  planet. 

I flew  off  to  seek  out  more  challenges  from  these  people  before  I 
blew  them  up.  I was  several  feet  off  the  ground  when  I was  shot  down.  I 
hit  the  ground  hard  and  was  still  being  shot  at  by  more  green  men  and 
women.  Seeing  that  they  were  harming  me,  I shot  an  energy  wave  into  the 
ground  to  cause  it  to  move.  That  stopped  them  long  enough  for  me  to  fly 
off,  leaving  a red  energy  ball  behind  to  destroy  the  whole  area. 

More  green  people  flew  out  to  fight  me.  Two  had  grabbed  me  by 
the  neck  when  a giant  green  man  appeared  in  the  sky.  I looked  up  at  him 
in  awe  as  the  power  radiated  off  him.  I fried  their  bodies,  then  dropped 
them.  He  seemed  mad  that  I was  killing  his  people,  which  was  good 
because  I love  a good  challenge.  It  is  better  when  they  give  me  their  all.  I 
flew  over  to  him  saying,  “Of  all  the  people  I killed,  I have  never  found 
anyone  as  powerful  as  you.  I just  wanted  you  to  know  that.  Now  die.”  I 
grabbed  his  face  and  fried  it.  He  punched  my  nose,  causing  me  to  lose  my 
grip,  and  attempted  to  crush  my  head  with  his  hands.  I burnt  through  his 
hands  with  my  heat  rays,  toasting  him.  I grabbed  him  before  he  reached 
the  ground  and  drained  his  energy  to  heal  myself. 

After  I had  recovered,  an  energy  beam  hit  me  from  above.  I looked 
up  to  see  a colossal  white  creature  flying  overhead.  It  had  two  pairs  of 
wings  and  a tail.  It  also  had  a long  head  and  scaly  body.  I punched  it  in  to 
one  of  the  moons.  Next  I shot  a fireball  at  it,  destroying  the  moon  and 
injuring  the  creature.  After  an  hour  of  fighting  with  fire  attacks  and  bone 
shattering  blows,  an  energy  blast  hit  me  from  behind.  I turned  to  see  a 
massive  red  furred,  black  homed,  winged  creature  flying  toward  me  as  it 
charged  for  another  attack. 

Omegas  Jetora  and  another  being  of  great  power  were  talking 
about  what  to  do  about  me.  Omegas  Jetora  said  that  they  should  watch  the 
fight,  and  then  end  it  before  I do  real  some  damage.  A red  and  black, 
gigantic  homed  man  in  fur  armor  yelled  to  Omegas  Jetora,  “I  think  you 
should  jump  in  before  I destroy  the  whole  system.  Besides,  who  can  say  ‘I 
fought  a god  and  lived  to  tell  the  tale.  ’ I am  going  to  stop  this  with  or 
without  you.” 

The  red  giant  flew  to  me  as  I chopped  the  white  creature  into 
fourths.  The  red  creature  fed  off  the  energy  from  the  white  one  before 
attacking.  I flew  at  it  then  to  absorb  it.  I am  now  strong  enough  to  fight 
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anyone.  That  was  good,  because  I sensed  the  presence  of  the  red  giant.  I 
released  an  energy  wave  to  blow  him  away.  Next,  I pounded  his  head  into 
paste,  and  then  kicked  him  to  the  other  moon.  I dropped  down  to  the  moon 
and  he  was  nearly  done  healing. 

I dashed  over  to  him,  but  Omegas  Jetora  spin  kicked  me  into  a hill. 
He  fired  some  energy  balls  at  me.  The  red  giant  thanked  him  for  joining 
the  “party.”  They  looked  at  each  other  for  a moment  and  jumped  in  to  the 
air  to  assault  me  with  more  energy  blasts.  Getting  hammered,  I had  a 
memory  of  being  beaten  to  death  again.  It  caused  a fire  to  ignite  inside  me. 
I was  erupting  with  new  power  that  I used  to  pulverize  them  with  fire 
punches.  I was  punching  the  red  giant’s  face  in  when  Omegas  Jetora 
blasted  a big  fire  ball  at  me  that  I slapped  back  at  him  with  more  power. 

He  hit  the  ground  hard.  I spat  out  an  energy  ball  at  the  red  giant.  Then  I 
held  up  his  battered,  broken  body. 

I punched  him  one  time  before  saying,  “I  fought  a god  and  lived  to 
tell  how  I killed  him.”  After  that  I did  a spinning  fire  punch  that 
incinerated  his  body.  Then  I had  to  destroy  the  red  planet.  I jumped  off  the 
moon  landing  in  front  of  an  enormous  triangular  structure.  I blew  it  up 
with  three  fireballs,  laughing  while  the  building  disappeared  in  a flames. 

The  green  people  said  that  I angered  their  creator,  Thandis  Macgor, 
god  of  war.  I was  still  laughing  as  the  ground  started  to  shake  and  soon  an 
enormous  green  and  black  man  appeared.  That  made  me  stop  laughing.  He 
shouted  as  he  looked  around  at  those  gathered.  “Who  has  destroyed  my 
house?  Speak  now  or  you  all  will  die!” 

I said,  “I  did  it.”  Then  he  shouted  again. 

“I  will  kill  you  for  that,  and  you,  my  children,  have  failed  to 
protect  my  home  and  world.  You  too  will  perish  with  this  fool!” 

“I  will  be  the  one  doing  the  killing,”  I said.  I blasted  his  nose.  That 
had  no  effect.  Omegas  Jetora  tried  to  plead  with  him  to  let  us  live.  Thandis 
said  he  would  think  about  it,  but  we  continued  to  fight. 

I fought  him  for  hours  and  I saw  no  one  was  winning,  so  I grabbed 
the  moon  and  shattered  it  on  his  head.  He  punched  me  into  space.  I sensed 
someone  coming  quickly  towards  us.  Thandis  jumped,  then  slapped  me 
down  into  a mountain.  I threw  the  big  flaming  rocks  at  him.  Thandis  fell 
on  a mountain  and  got  injured. 

I saw  a blue  and  red  man  flying  toward  Thandis.  I stopped  him 
with  a punch  to  the  head.  He  elbowed  my  nose,  breaking  it.  I jabbed  his 
stomach,  then  fused  with  him.  By  the  time  the  fusion  was  over,  Thandis 
had  grabbed  us,  but  the  transformation  was  a success.  I was  now  as  big  as 
a mountain,  with  purple  and  blue  skin,  red  hair  and  horns.  I blew  up 
Thandis’  forearm.  I ripped  his  heart  out  and  ate  it,  absorbing  all  of  his 
power,  making  him  turn  to  dust.  I then  destroyed  the  planet.  I saw  the  sun, 
and  flew  over  to  absorb  it.  Omegas  Jetora  prayed  for  help  while  I absorbed 
him. 
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After  that  I went  on  to  destroy  more  worlds  and  when  I got  to  the 
fifth  one,  two  beings  of  great  power  stood  before  me.  One  was  a white 
skinned  woman,  the  other  a black  robed  skeleton.  We  fought  for  a day  in 
space  and  on  some  worlds.  I asked  Life  and  Death  why  they  care.  Life  said 
they  had  a right  to  live,  as  we  all  do.  Death  said  there  is  only  Death  here.  I 
shouted,  “It  is  me.”  I then  blew  them  away,  along  with  the  planet. 

I was  about  to  move  when  a voice  said,  “Bardosu  Rodam,  why 
have  you  done  this?”  I turned  to  see  an  enormous  golden  being  with 
flames  around  his  head.  I looked  into  his  red  eyes  to  see  my  doom. 

I said,  “They  do  not  deserve  to  live,  because  they  hurt  me.  I wanted 
to  get  them  back  for  the  pain  they  caused  me.  Everyone  should  suffer  for 
no  one  saved  me  from  the  pain.  I wanted  to  see  you  stop  me  from 
becoming  the  new  Death.” 

He  said  he  made  all  things  and  didn’t  want  me  to  destroy  anything. 
He  was  Bragus  Gritars,  the  source  of  life.  I was  going  to  kill  him.  I blasted 
him  with  a huge  fireball  that  he  crushed.  Then  we  started  punching  each 
other,  doing  more  damage  with  each  blow.  I flew  away  and  he  followed 
me  into  a field  of  giant  rocks.  I hit  him  with  the  rocks  and  he  threw  the 
pieces  back  at  me.  It  went  on  like  that  for  six  days. 

On  the  sixth  day,  we  were  worn-out  from  the  fighting.  He  thought 
that  sending  me  into  the  sun  would  work.  I absorbed  the  sun’s  energy  and 
charged  at  Bragus,  my  body  bursting  with  power.  One  punch  was  needed 
to  end  it  all.  He  grabbed  my  fist  and  jabbed  my  stomach.  Next  he  pulled 
me  closer  so  he  could  kill  me  with  an  explosion.  I survived  and  so  did  he.  I 
tried  to  drain  his  power,  but  he  had  a lot  remaining.  I took  what  I could 
while  hammering  him  with  fire  punches.  Then  I absorbed  him. 

Now  1 have  done  it.  I have  become  Death.  I wiped  out  all  life.  My 
goal  is  now  achieved.  Shall  I create  new  life,  or  become  one  with  the 
nothingness?  Who  knows  what  will  happen  or  what  may  form  out  of  this 
nothingness. 
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Art  done  by  Grey  Ludlum 


Dragon,  Mind,  and  Moon 
Prologue:  Contlngonce 

Sivli  Kestanous 

From  first  appearances  the  forest  looked  like  any  other,  its  tall 
lush  trees  forming  a never  ending  canopy,  hiding  the  world  above.  I know 
better  than  to  fall  prey  to  its  trap.  This  forest  was  like  no  other  forest  in  the 
world. 

I was  unable  to  describe  the  state  of  my  mind.  Amare  had  just 
asked  me  something,  but  I was  not  sure  I could  even  answer  the  child. 
Holding  coherent  thoughts  was  like  grasping  at  water.  Naya,  how  your 
ghost  haunts  me. 

All  around  me  I could  feel  the  danger  of  this  place.  The 
Darkness  still  held  sway  here.  This  place  offered  only  death  and 
corruption  to  all  who  entered  its  realm. 

“Dakote?  We  are  going  to  see  Naya,  right?” 

Amare  was  always  perceptive,  that  was  good.  The  child  was 
strong  and  would  meet  death  bravely  and  with  honor. 

"The  others  always  said  no  one  comes  back  out  of  the  forest," 
Amare  said  in  a nervous  tone,  "We  are  going  to  leave  our  bodies  to  go 
where  Naya  waits  under  the  Emperor's  Throne.” 


26 


I let  out  a deep  breath,  I had  not  realized  I was  holding  it  in. 

“Yes  my  Amare,  this  world  is  harsh  and  wearing.  I would  not  have  you 
suffer  as  I have.” 

“Do  you  think  I will  get  to  meet  the  Emperor?  I have  been 
wondering  and  would  like  to  meet  the  Emperor.” 

The  child’s  smile  almost  broke  my  resolve.  How  can  Amare 
smile  still,  after  all  that  has  happened?  No,  I must  see  this  done!  All  paths 
lead  to  tragedy! 

I stopped  and  faced  the  child.  “I  have  betrayed  you.  I have 
betrayed  a child  to  death  for  my  own  selfishness.  I am  of  the  Tainted,  my 
child,  and  the  Emperor  will  not  have  me.” 

Fear  played  over  the  child’s  face.  Perhaps  Amare  was  not  as 
perceptive  as  I thought.  Amare  knew  the  teachings,  to  kill  a child  was  the 
greatest  of  taboos. 

“You  have  done  no  wrong.  If  the  Emperor  sees  me  before  my 
doom  then  I will  plead  that  you  be  with  the  Emperor  and  Naya  in  death. 
The  Emperor  will  understand  this.” 

“But,  I don't  want  to  lose  you  too!  I-”  Something  strange  is 
pulling  at  our  consciousness,  the  Song  warned  of  danger.  Amare's  words 
were  cut  off  as  ze  saw  something  in  the  trees. 

We  should  not  have  stopped  moving.  You  are  a target  when  you 
are  not  moving.  I let  the  battle  calmness  take  over,  my  form  tightened  as 
my  muscles  grew  dense.  I could  feel  my  thoughts  fog  and  my  vision 
narrow  as  I shifted  deeper  into  EO.  The  now  became  a vibrant  play.  My 
new  awareness  of  the  deep  colors  of  green,  red,  and  brown  leaves  added  to 
the  image  of  this  majestic  forest.  It  was  a shame  this  beauty  possessed 
such  a strong  wrongness  to  it,  like  the  Song  had  been  bent  askew  in  the 
silence. 

Something  was  approaching  fast  from  behind.  I Sang  wind  to 
stop  its  charge  as  I spun  to  face  the  aggressor.  It  was  a hideous  mutation  of 
some  beast.  Its  skin  was  like  tree  bark  and  its  nine  limbs  as  thin  as  twigs. 

I stared  into  its  massive  eyes  looking  for  some  connection  to  the 
Song.  You  could  sense  the  intent  of  most  creatures  by  the  way  they  Sing 
their  Song.  This  creature  though,  as  twisted  as  it  was,  was  it  even  still 
connected  to  the  Song?  The  beast  had  stopped  and  rooted  three  of  its  legs 
into  the  ground. 

What  was  it  doing?  It  seemed  to  have  stopped  some  distance 
away,  frozen.  I felt  out  with  the  Song.  There  was  a ripple,  a shift  in  the 
Song,  under  the  earth. 

Suddenly  the  earth  exploded  up  from  under  me.  Out  of  pure 
instinct  I grew  the  tree  vines  to  my  hands  with  the  Song  and  lifted  myself 
into  the  air,  leaping  to  get  out  of  the  way.  Lumps  of  dirt  and  stone  flew 
outwards,  some  pelting  me.  A numbing  pain  shot  up  my  legs  as  I landed 
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heavily  some  distance  away  from  the  eruption.  I should  have  gotten  more 
combat  training,  this  much  EO  was  distorting  my  senses. 

The  creature  moved  blindingly  fast,  reaching  me  almost 
instantly,  its  upper  legs  piercing  my  shoulder,  side,  and  gut.  It  hoisted  me 
into  the  air  and  spread  its  legs  outwards,  prying  my  flesh  open.  As  my 
blood  poured  down  over  its  form  I twisted  the  Song  with  all  my  might. 

“Blood  for  blood,”  I Sang  my  spilt  blood  into  an  oily  flame.  It 
burst  out  in  red  fury  over  the  creature.  I Sang  more  and  turned  the  flame  a 
hot  blue  to  mirror  my  rage.  The  creature,  under  flaming  assault,  released 
me  and  let  me  crash  onto  the  earth. 

Distantly,  I recalled  my  childhood  lessons.  Blood  is  part  of  you. 
It  resonates  most  with  your  Song.  The  greater  your  peril  the  more  the  Song 
heeds  your  call. 

The  creature  thrashed  and  tore  parts  of  its  bark  skin  off.  It 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  throw  the  fire  from  its  bark-like  skin.  I Sang  harder 
than  I had  ever  before,  the  flame  turned  white  and  radiated  a massive 
amount  of  heat.  The  beast  howled  and  backed  off. 

"Amare,  are  you  well?" 

"Ye-yes.  Are  you?"  Amare  was  by  my  side  now. 

I was  bloodied,  but  not  too  badly,  considering.  “Well  enough, 
we  need  to  move  before  the  smell  of  blood  attracts  more  of  those  things. 
That  flame  should  kill  this  one.” 

I moved  to  stand  up  as  I looked  back  at  the  creature,  I froze 
halfway.  “Accursed  Darkness!  What  is  that  thing?” 

The  creature  had  shed  all  its  bark  to  reveal  orange  skin  covered 
in  a foul  sap.  The  smell  of  it  permeated  the  air  as  the  sap  extinguished  the 
flame. 

"Amare,  run!"  The  child  ducked  out  of  the  way  as  I confronted 
the  creature. 

I Sung  together  air  shields  to  redirect  its  strikes  but  its  speed  and 
strength  were  incredible.  Losing  the  bark  only  seemed  to  make  it  faster! 
Even  as  I deflected  its  strikes  it  still  managed  to  tear  past  the  shields  and 
wound  me.  Soon  I was  on  my  knees  and  my  Singing  lost  its  rhythm. 

I was  going  to  die.  The  realization  was  not  a thought  but  a fact; 
upon  accepting  this  fact  my  life  ended.  I changed.  I became  all  I was  and 
left  my  incarnation  behind.  I solemnly  watched  as  the  creature  began  to 
feed  on  the  corpse  below.  I found  myself  above  the  scene  of  my  death. 

We  were  the  Song  and  I was  once  again  part  of  it.  We  thought  of 
Amare  and  the  sadness  we  brought  that  human,  of  the  horror  it  would  face. 
The  things  that  claimed  to  be  Dakote  and  Naya  wept,  but  they  were  minor 
factors  and  irrelevant.  Soon  they  would  conform.  This  was  the  child's 
destiny,  ze’s  role  in  this  game  we  play.  Now  it  was  the  enemy’s  turn. 

* * * 
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“I  am  completely  alone  now,  Dakota!  You  were  going  to  take 
me  with  you.  1 don't  know  what  to  do  now!"  I could  not  stop  the  tears. 

It  did  not  make  sense,  nothing  made  sense.  1 wanted  to  be  with 
Naya  and  Dakota  but  I did  not  want  to  die.  Everything  changed  after  the 
storm  that  killed  Naya.  I wanted  everything  back.  Maybe  the  Emperor 
could  give  them  back  to  me? 

I saw  something  in  the  distance.  It  was  a white  glimmering  form 
walking  towards  me.  The  Song  in  me  seethed,  almost  burning,  demanding 
1 run  from  this  ominous  presence.  As  it  approached  I could  not  hold  its 
shape.  Every  time  I grasped  its  shape  it  I realized  my  eyes  were  playing 
tricks  on  me.  My  fear  overcame  my  curiosity  and  I fled  with  all  my  might. 

As  I ran  my  feet  tugged  at  the  underbrush.  The  world  was 
covered  by  a haze  and  the  faster  I ran.  the  more  I just  wanted  to  lie  down, 
to  give  up.  I rubbed  haphazardly  at  my  itching  cheeks  and  realized  I was 
crying.  A sob  burst  out  only  to  be  chased  by  a scream.  I did  not  know  if  I 
was  screaming  in  fear  or  anger  or  for  any  reason  at  all.  It  did  not  matter.  I 
just  missed  Naya  and  Dakota. 

I realized  something  was  strange.  There  was  only  empty  earth 
under  my  feet;  looking  around  1 could  not  see  any  trees.  I cleared  the  tears 
out  of  my  eyes.  I felt  small,  so  very,  very7  small. 

“You  are  small,  human.  You  are  just  able  to  think  for  yourself. 
Perfect  for  our  needs.” 

“What  are  you?”  The  world  was  made  of  light.  The  forest  was 
gone  and  the  voice  was  everything.  I looked  around,  reaching  for  anything 
of  normalcy.  I had  no  hands,  somehow  I knew  I had  no  body. 

“You  will  be  my  servant,  child.  Become  my  hands  and  I will  save  you 
from  this  world.  I will  give  you  back  your  happiness,  and  so  much  more.” 

The  voice  of  light  hurt.  I could  not  explain  how  but  its  words 
cause  a pain  under  my  skin.  I wanted  to  get  away  from  it.  I wanted  to  go 
home  and  be  free  from  this  madness. 

“We  can  go  home  human,  you  just  need  to  agree  to  my  terms.” 

“What  do  you  want  me  to  do?”  Something  else  screamed  at  me 
to  stop.  Images  of  formless  fear  and  despair  filled  my  head.  The  otherness 
within  me  warned  the  voice  was  a wrongness  and  I should  turn  away  its 
offers. 

“Just  agree  and  accept  me.  We  will  become  linked,  you  and  I.” 

“I  don’t  think  I should.  The  Song,  feels  I should  not  trust  you.” 

It  was  the  Song  that  was  thinking  within  me,  I understood  that  now.  I had 
not  known  it  could  talk,  no  one  told  me  it  could,  but  it  was  speaking  in 
images  and  feelings. 

“I  can  free  you  from  it.  The  Song,  it  binds  you.  binds  your  soul 
to  it.  You  are  its  slave,  just  as  your  parents  are  still  its  slaves.  They  are 
bound  for  another  round  of  control.  It  killed  your  parents  you  know.  It  is 
in  all  things,  even  in  the  storms.” 
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‘The  Song  killed  Naya?  It  brought  the  storm?”  Everyone  loved 
the  Song,  used  it  every  day  to  help  them.  They  said  the  Song  was  the 
world. 

“Yes,  the  Song  is  the  world.  The  Song  is  the  storms  and  the 
Song  is  the  house  that  crushed  your  beloved  Naya.”  The  light  voice  was 
right,  the  Song  was  the  world,  and  the  world  took  Naya  from  me. 

“And  you  can  help?  You  can  give  me  back  Naya?” 

“I  can  help  you  but  Naya  is  lost.  The  Song  has  ze  again  and  it 
will  be  some  time  before  it  brings  ze  back.  But  1 can  save  you  from  that 
fate.  I can  protect  you.  You  can  go  home.” 

“Yes,  I agree.  I want  to  go  home.” 

The  light  did  not  wait.  It  touch  my  head  with  its  formlessness 
and  my  mind  went  blank.  It  burned,  it  was  fire  and  snow  and  rain  and  light 
and  death  and  leaves  and  birds  and  grass  and  life  and  darkness  and  it  was 
all  and  nothing,  and  there  was  no  way  to  truly  understand  it.  This 
existence  was  a world,  but  not  a world  I understood.  It  was  full  of  life  and 
it  was  unimaginably  huge.  Above  it  was  the  Moon,  watching  in  silent 
wrath.  It  was  a god  and  it  was  not  a god.  It  was  like  all  others  yet  it  was 
something  new. 

“I  will  break  the  Song;  I will  change  you  and  this  will  be  my 

world!” 

It  changed  me.  I could  feel  it  but  I did  not  understand  it.  I was 
back  in  the  forest  and  it  was  gone.  So  I ran,  ran  to  an  empty  home. 


Art  done  by  Brooklyn  LeShea  Lefever 
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“Bruce  Lee”  by  Ben  Pepe 


Mirror 

Chad  Banister 


A reflection  of  life  or  a doorway  into  truth. 

It  sees  your  weaknesses,  strengths,  and  true  being. 
A reflection  of  being, 

it  shows  your  achievements,  goals,  and  dreams. 

We  sometimes  ignore  what  is  has  to  say,  although 
The  reflection  is  honest  in  its  opinion. 

To  see  the  truth,  we  must  want  to  see. 

If  we  want  to  see,  then  we  are  willing  to  change. 

If  we  are  wilting  to  change,  then  there  is  hope. 
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You  and  I 

Hanna  Mala 

It's  like  we  are  tied  together 
Like  a knot  that  can't  be  untangled 
As  if  you  are  behind  me  with  your  hands 
Wrapped  around  my  waist 

As  if  the  sound  of  my  heart 
Is  your  favorite  melody 
That  kept  repeating 
As  we  are  standing  together 

Even  when  your  skin 
Is  touching  mine 

I could  hear  your  laugh  sound  a little  sexier 
As  the  sound  of  my  heart  beating  for  you 

Now  that  we  are  here 
We  are  rocking  back  and  fourth 
Together  as  we  stand  in  front  of 
A mirror  where  we  can  see  how  we  look 

Together  as  our  reflection 
Shows  back  at  the  both  of  us 
That  is  you  and  I 

Together  looking  in  see  how  this  will  be 

Apart  of  our  memories 
Together  as  a cute  couple 
That  won't  be  forgotten 

Nor  to  regret  on  how  much  we  are  blessed  to  be  together 

As  long  as  we  have  our  hearts 
Together  ours  will  still  be  the  same 
And  remain  in  love 
As  life  goes  on  for  the  both  of  us 
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Thunder  Tolls 

Karen  Chamberlain 

Thunder  flashes  and  fearful  majesty. 

The  fury  unbeheld. 

The  apprehension,  the  inconceivable  greatness. 
The  power  uncontained. 

Thudding  silence  and  wrath  uncontained. 
Sheer  fury  tearing  the  skies  apart. 

Striking  down  with  white  hot  power. 
Unbridled  in  refrain. 

White  thunder  and  blinding  light. 

Tolling  thuds. 

Any  second  to  die  or  live, 

Power  raging  unrestrained, 

Rolling  thunders,  trials  and  tribulations. 
Silence. 

White  thunder  invading  the  sky. 

A break  in  the  sky  and  hope  is  seen  filtering  down. 
In  beauty  and  peace,  ribboning  through  the  sky. 
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Bodacious  Dilemma 

James  Barrow 

When  eating  a Bojangles  meal. 

There’s  one  problem  with  their  fries. 

It’s  not  the  taste,  you  can  be  sure. 

For  therein  perfection  lies. 

It’s  certainly  not  the  seasoning 
Of  those  golden  Cajun  sticks, 

Nor  is  it  the  size  or  the  taters  they  use 
That  needs  any  sort  of  a fix. 

But  of  this  only  do  I complain: 

Their  heat  could  evaporate  a pool. 

And  herein  lies  the  great  dilemma — 

Eat  now  or  wait  for  them  to  cool. 

To  wait  for  the  fries  on  top  of  the  stack 

To  lose  just  a bit  of  their  heat 

Would  let  all  the  bottom  fries  cool  far  too  much 

Before  them  you'd  have  time  to  eat. 

But  eating  immediately  is  risky  too. 

For  your  tongue  you  may  chance  to  burn; 

And  then  your  enjoyment  of  all  of  the  rest 
Would  decrease,  as  surely  you’d  learn. 

What  can  one  do  in  such  a case 
To  ensure  no  fry  to  waste  will  go? 

The  answer  to  this  questioning, 

Alas!  1 do  not  know. 


Untitled 

Tucker  Philbrook 

jack  of  all  trades 
master  of  none 
a man  for  all  times 
and  never  for  one 
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No  Time 

Karen  Chamberlain 

No  time  to  check  the  time. 

Time  is  running  out. 

Faster,  faster  still,  yet  time  eludes. 

The  race  against  the  clock. 

To  make  it  or  fail. 

To  fail,  to  lose. 

To  win,  to  live. 

Time  is  running  out. 

Tick  tock,  tick  tock. 

Running  short  of  breath. 

Where  is  the  goal? 

Where  is  the  goal? 

There  is  no  time  to  spare. 

One  mishap,  one  misstep,  the  goal  is  lost. 
Time  is  gone. 

Running,  striding,  grasping. 

Where  is  the  goal? 

Panic  is  setting  in. 

The  goal  is  just  around  the  comer. 

There  is  no  time  to  lose. 

The  door,  the  door! 

I’ve  made  it  in  time  to  class. 


A Creative  Mind 

Michelle  Blackwood 

A creative  mind  seeks  to  find 
New  paths  to  take,  rules  to  break 
As  it  travels  outside  the  lines 

A creative  mind  is  on  a quest 
For  life,  it  has  a zest 

Hurtling  through  this  world  and  on  to  the  next 

Thoughts  and  phrases  jumbled  inside 
Make  quite  a mess  in 
An  attempt  to  find  their  way  out 

It  grows  as  it  goes 
Drawing  others  along  with  it 
Friends,  family  and  sometimes  foes 
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A creative  mind  is  sometimes  blind 
Sometimes  it  is  sharp  and  focused 
Scattering  along  the  way  pieces  left  in  play 

Never  do  what  is  expected 
Dream  out  loud,  think  in  color 
Always  color  outside  the  lines 

Daring  to  be  different,  wanting  to  stand  out 

This  is  what  life  is  all  about 

Leaves  you  with  questions  and  doubts 

As  a creative  mind  seeks  to  find 
Important  pieces  are  often  left  behind 
Causing  such  loss  and  pain 

A creative  mind  can  draw  you  in 
Shut  you  down,  make  you  question 
What  is  written  deep  within 

Spread  confusion,  create  illusions 
The  only  way  to  truly  see 
Take  a chance,  come  with  me 
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Clouds 

Hanna  Mala 

Your  clouds  are  the  shades  of  grey 
Let  me  make  it  shine  yellow 
Like  a smile  you'll  never  see 
I'm  making  you  smile  24/7 

I'm  just  the  angel  that  god  sent  from  heaven 

Just  to  make  a man  out  of  you 

Make  you  smile  again 

Like  the  sky  is  clear 

And  I write  you  and  I 

Together  again 
When  it  was  way  back  then 
Sit  at  night  with  a wink 
In  Our  eyes 

They  say  that  the  arms  of  an  angel 
Is  you,  that  keeps  me  warm 
And  muse 

I know  that  I'm  in  the  arms  of  an  angel 

That  I make  him  smile  whenever  his  clouds  turn  grey 

Finding  You 

Bernard  Liles 

I saw  you  for  a moment  as  we  crossed  the  road.  There  were 
thousands  of  people  there.  I saw  you  for  a moment,  never  taking  my  eyes 
off  you  as  you  disappeared  a moment  later.  I wanted  to  reach  out  and 
touch  you,  but  you  were  too  far  away.  All  I wanted  was  to  know  your 
name,  because  I thought  we  could  be  close.  We  could  be  two  parts  that 
make  the  same  thing.  You  left  me  on  the  other  side  of  the  road  a mile 
away.  I wanted  to  see  you  again  and  be  whole.  I was  angry  at  the  thought 
that  I may  not  see  you  again. 

Soon  I descended  into  depression  as  I thought  more  about  you.  I 
remember  your  golden  long  hair  waving  in  the  wind.  I think  of  your 
flawless  white  skin  reflecting  the  sunlight,  shining  so  bright.  You  have  the 
most  lovely  blue  eyes  I have  seen;  they  sparkle  like  a warm  blazing  fire  at 
night.  I realized  that  I was  hurting  myself  with  the  memories,  so  I decided 
to  search  for  you. 
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I searched  this  great  nation  we  lived  in  city  by  city.  I dove  into 
the  deepest  ocean  and  looked  in  every  sea.  I look  at  every  mountain  top,  in 
every  valley,  and  found  nothing.  I search  all  over  this  blue  water  world  but 
could  not  find  you  anywhere,  so  I went  to  look  for  you  on  worlds  beyond 
this  one. 

First  I went  to  the  red  planet.  “What  a desert,”  I thought  to 
myself  as  I searched  it  rock  by  rock.  There  was  no  indication  on  that  world 
that  you  were  there.  I moved  on  to  others  in  the  system.  I swam  through 
giant  pools  of  gas  and  surfed  in  asteroid  belts.  I even  rode  some  to  other 
worlds  during  my  search  for  you. 

I saw  stars  bom  and  die  and  worlds  formed.  But  all  I could  think 
of  was  you.  I went  to  the  ends  of  the  universe  and  found  nothing,  but 
incredible  sights.  I was  beginning  to  worry  that  I would  not  see  you  again. 
My  greatest  fear  was  living  without  you.  I did  not  want  that  to  happen  to 
me.  I went  beyond  this  place  to  the  afterlife  in  hopes  of  finding  you. 

I crossed  over  to  the  world  between  this  world  and  the  next.  I saw  many 
people  wandering  around,  however  none  had  seen  you.  I went  to  the  next 
world  and  descended  down  into  Hell  with  hopes  of  a future  with  you.  I 
walked  the  flaming  ground  and  breathe  in  the  scent  of  burning  flesh.  I saw 
the  demons  there  and  was  not  afraid  of  them  and  they  weren’t  afraid  of 
me,  either. 

I asked  a large  demon  if  he  had  seen  you.  He  said,  “No.”  So  I 
went  on  to  ask  another  one.  I noticed  he  was  watching  me,  and  I didn’t 
care,  you  were  the  one  I cared  about  seeing.  I asked  around,  but  still  no 
one  had  seen  you.  I looked  all  over  the  fiery  pit  with  no  luck.  In  the  palace 
there  was  no  sign  of  you,  and  I went  into  the  throne  room  where  there 
were  more  people  and  demons,  but  not  you.  I decided  to  mn  and  look 
somewhere  else. 

I closed  the  gates  and  went  up  to  Heaven  where  I met  an  angel 
that  let  me  in.  I searched  the  golden  streets  and  all  the  houses  there  until  I 
came  to  a huge  palace. 

I kept  hearing  singing  that  sounds  good,  and  wondered  if  it  was 
you.  I followed  my  ears  to  its  source.  I looked  all  over  this  place  and 
arrived  at  the  throne  room.  I scanned  the  crowd  looking  for  you  without 
any  luck.  I asked  if  anyone  had  seen  you.  No  one  answered  me,  they  just 
stared.  The  one  sitting  in  the  throne  asked  why  I wanted  you,  and  I said  “I 
saws  a woman  once  and  now  I can’t  bear  to  be  without  her  any  longer.”  I 
asked  again  if  he  knew  where  you  were. 

You  walked  into  the  room.  I came  up  to  you  and  I told  you 
about  my  quest  to  know  your  name,  and  so  I asked  your  name.  You  said, 

“It  is  Graces  Danica  Tabitar  and  what’s  yours?”  I told  her  it  was  Davido 
Vanthor  Janile.  I got  what  I wanted,  your  name.  I was  so  glad  to  have  it.  I 
found  my  love,  my  reason  to  be,  and  I won’t  go  back  or  give  it  up  ever. 
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Poetry 

Emily  Pakes 

more  mere  metaphors 
hexed  by  hubris  humbling 
form  firm  firmaments 
for  life's  meager  mumblings 


To  Catch  a Kiss 

James  Barrow 

In  the  lustrous  land  of  Katchekiss, 

A festival  was  held. 

Great  tents  stretched  far  as  one  could  see 
Where  men  their  wares  could  sell. 

This  was  the  famous  Blowkiss  Fair, 

Held  by  the  king  himself. 

Outside  the  palace  it  took  place, 

Supported  by  his  wealth. 

One  purpose  did  the  festival  have: 

To  find  a noble  man 

To  wed  the  princess  beautiful, 

From  any  in  the  land. 

The  way  in  which  they  chose  the  groom 
Was  odd  and  quite  unique: 

The  men  would  gather  in  a group. 

If  marriage  did  they  seek. 

The  princess  then  would  blow  a kiss 
Into  the  crowd  of  men 
Who  then  would  strive  to  catch  the  kiss — 
The  one  who  did  would  win. 

Now  two  men  wished  to  catch  that  kiss 
More  than  any  other: 

Sir  Mize  was  one,  just  wanting  power; 

Gen  Uin  truly  loved  her. 

The  princess  loved  the  gentle  Gen 
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But  hated  mean  Sir  Mize. 

So  Gen  and  she  soon  hatched  a plan 
So  Gen  would  win  the  prize. 

He’d  force  his  way  up  to  the  front 
When  the  crowd  formed  round  the  girl. 
Then  she  had  only  aim  for  him 
And  straight  her  kisses  hurl. 

The  day  soon  came  when  test  they  must 
Her  aim,  and  too,  his  catch. 

But  there  were  a thousand  other  men 
Who  could  their  victory  snatch. 

A fog  had  settled  on  the  field 
Where  the  game  was  to  take  place 
The  men  were  packed  and  anxious  stood 
As  one  could  read  in  every  face. 

By  chance  (or  some  mean  cunning  perhaps) 
Sir  Mize  stood  next  to  Gen. 

Both  stared  intently  at  the  girl 
Determined  soon  to  win. 

She  breathed  a sigh  and  looked  at  Gen, 
Then  blew  with  all  her  might; 

But  lo!  Sir  Mize  pushed  Gen  aside, 

Much  to  the  princess’  fright. 

Mize  caught  the  kiss  with  just  his  mouth 
(though  hands  are  often  used) 

But  oh!  such  force  she’d  given  it 
(For  she  was  so  enthused), 

And  so  it  lodged  inside  his  throat! 

He  gasped  in  search  of  breath. 

But  someone  near  came  to  his  aid 
And  saved  him  from  sure  death. 

With  arms  beneath  Sir  Mize’s  ribs, 

He  freed  that  kiss  so  stuck; 

And  as  Gen  stood  from  being  pushed 
He  had  a stroke  of  luck: 
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The  kiss  dislodged  from  Mize’s  throat 
Came  flying  straight  at  him! 

His  hand  was  swift  to  catch  that  thing 
So  craved  by  all  the  men. 

He  raised  it  then  with  gentle  care 
And  placed  it  on  his  lips. 

He  thought  he  must  be  dreaming  to 
Have  chanced  to  catch  that  kiss. 

As  was  the  custom  in  that  land 
The  two  were  married  fast. 

They  lived  quite  long,  and  just  as  long 
Their  love  and  joy  did  last. 

The  moral  of  this  story,  then. 

Is  chew  up  every  bite — 

You  never  know  what  you  might  miss 
When  things  don't  go  down  right. 


Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 

Hanna  Mala 

Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 
Then  we  can  share  our  love 
All  the  time 

And  we  say  can  I love  you  as  many  times 

Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 
Differs  anyone  around  you 
As  it  plays  a role 

My  arms  are  wrapped  around  as  well  as  my  heart  too 

Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 
As  our  hearts  bonded 

Thinking  it  is  wishfully  thinking  that  we  belong  together 

Like  the  notes  of  song  that  emerges  into  blends  of  music  that  fit  together 

Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 

And  I see  you're  breathtaking 

Whenever  I make  you  smile 

And  I keep  your  heart  solid  just  like  metal 
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Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 

Because  we  have  that  chemistry  between  us 

That  no  one  has  ever  had 

That  we  exist  like  two  peas  in  a pie 

Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 
That  I've  found  someone  that  is  so  strong 
That  my  heart  for  you  will  be  going 
Until  time  tells  us  our  love  is  strong 

Your  heart  is  the  same  as  mine 
I’ll  be  the  one  to  tell  you  that 
I’m  the  one  who  stayed 
And  was  never  gone 


“The  Way  You  Make  Me  Feel"  by  Emma  Stoumen 
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The  Courses  of  Love 

Quashianna  Whitted 

1)  The  Love  That  Never  Stays  . . . 

Him: 

I woke  up  before  she  did.  I looked  over  and  watched  her  sleep.  It  was  a 
very  beautiful  moment,  as  beautiful  as  she. 

Her: 

I felt  him  awake.  He  moved  but  did  not  leave  the  bed. 

I could  feel  him  staring  at  me,  and  wondered  what  thoughts  were  in  his 
head. 

Him: 

It's  something  about  when  a person  is  asleep  that  makes  them  seem  so 
serene.  She  looked  like  a child  the  night  before  Christmas  such  wonderful 
dreams.  Which  made  me  wonder  what  tomorrow  could  bring.  . . I started 
to  get  up  and  gather  my  things. 


Her: 

He  left. 

2)  Missed  Love  . . . *Thoughts* 

Her:  "It'll  be  okay." 

Him:  "No  it  won’t  be,  I love  her!" 

Her:  *And  I love  you.*  "Give  it  time..." 

Him:  "Time?  In  time  I'll  be  over  her." 

Her:  *1  hope.*  "I  do  not  know  how  much  time.  Truthfully,  I know  you  can 
love  someone  for  years  without  them  reciprocating  it  back." 

Him:  "Yea,  lucky  for  you,  you  will  probably  never  have  that  problem.  Any 
guy  that  wouldn't  love  you  is  stupid." 
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Her:  "I  don't  think  you're  stupid. 


Him:  "Well  this  is  not  about  you,  it's  about  her  and  clearly  she  doesn't 
think  I am  good  enough." 

Her:  *Oh  but  you  are,  too  bad  that  I am  not.* 

- Sometimes  we  can  get  so  caught  up  pursuing  someone,  that  somebody 
else  who  needs  no  pursuing  can  profess  their  care  and  love  for  us,  and  we 
miss  it. 

3)  Unconditional  Love... 

For  the  past  few  years  I have  loved  living  in  the  city. 

Up  until  this  past  year  however  it  has  been  a little  displeasing. 

It  doesn't  seem  as  welcoming  as  it  once  has  before. 

There  could  be  many  reasons  to  this.. 

But  the  main  one  I know  is  the  loss  of  my  father  whom  I lost  in  a terrible 
battle- 1 tried  to  fight  for  him.  I lost  him  but  not  my  love  for  him. 

As  I walk  the  streets  of  the  city  I take  a route  that  has  come  familiar  to  me 
in  the  past  year. 

I see  a familiar  face  every  time  just  four  blocks  from  my  apartment. 

"Give  him  some  money  mommy."  A boy  says  tugging  his  moms  coat  as 
they  pass  a man  on  the  street  sitting  against  a stone  wall  with  a hat  turned 
up  for  charity. 

"No  Charlie  stop  it!  He  is  a bum  and  he  will  only  use  his  money  for  drugs" 
As  I get  closer  I approach  the  familiar  face  that  I have  passed  this  entire 
year.  I bend  down  to  the  man.  He  looks  up,  smile,  and  puts  his  head  down 
again. 

My  heart  breaks. 

I reach  into  my  pocket,  grab  out  a 20,  grab  the  man's  hand,  put  the  20 
inside  and  close  his  palms. 

I start  to  get  up  and  walk  away  as  I remember  I have  Christmas 
decorations  to  put  up,  but  I am  stopped. 

He  grabs  my  hand,  lifts  his  head,  looks  me  and  the  eye  and  says,  "Thanks, 
doll" 

My  heart  stops  as  I am  swarmed  with  emotions  as  memories  from  my 
childhood  comes  rushing  back  to  me  from  that  single  word. 

I wipe  a tear  from  my  eye,  and  look  him  back  in  the  eye  " Y ou're  welcome, 
dad,  Merry  Christmas."  I walk  away  praying  that  he  follows  me  back  to 
my  apartment,  though  I know  he  won't.  The  drugs  didn't  completely  erase 
his  memory,  as  he  remembered  his  nickname  he  gave  me  the  moment  he 
first  held  me  in  his  arms  and  I have  hope  he  remembers  life  before 
addiction. 
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Conversations  with  my  Mother 

Jennifer  Romine 

“So,  what  are  you  inventing  now?  " 

I heard  the  typical  wheezing  followed  by  the  persistent  cough 
and  groaned  inwardly.  My  mom  was  sliding  into  her  wheelchair  and 
would  soon  come  snooping  into  the  kitchen  to  both  interrogate  and  berate 
me  over  the  dinner  I was  preparing,  or  to  excitedly  add  light  and  playful 
commentary  at  every  ingredient  that  I tossed  into  the  pot;  it  was  only  a 
question  of  how  the  meds  were  affecting  her  mood  today.  Her  cheerful 
voice  preceded  her  through  the  door  and  I felt  the  tension  ease  from  my 
neck  and  shoulders.  As  she  labored  around  the  comer  from  her  first  floor 
bedroom  into  the  kitchen,  she  flashed  a mischievous  smile  - Oh  Lord,  I 
thought,  she’s  in  a playful  mood.  A smile  crept  across  my  lips  when  she 
asked  the  infamous  question,  “So,  what  are  you  inventing  now?”  My 
mom  knew  that  recipes  were  not  meant  to  be  followed.  Recipes  were  mere 
suggestions  for  how  to  proceed  in  the  kitchen.  It  was  a concept  that  was 
passed  down  since  childhood.  Perhaps  it  was  due  to  the  poverty 
upbringing  that  left  some  ingredients  lacking;  or  perhaps  it  was  merely  her 
inner  Julia  Child  that  provoked  some  of  the  most  outlandish  dinners  of  our 
youth,  I couldn’t  fathom  a guess  but  I was  grateful  for  the  creative 
allowance. 

Looking  over  the  bar  top,  I smiled  at  her,  “I  dunno,  but  when  it’s 
done,  I guess  we  can  name  it  together.”  I could  have  been  sticking  out  my 
tongue  and  making  horns  over  my  head  for  all  she  knew  - diabetes  had 
long  ago  stolen  her  sight  and  both  of  her  legs  - but  she  could  hear  the 
smile  in  my  voice  and  I did  my  best  to  always  smile  during  our 
conversations. 

Anticipation  swept  over  her  milky  white  eyes,  “C’mon,  please 
let  me  help?”  she  said  in  her  childlike  voice.  Chuckling,  I resigned  and 
brought  over  a knife  and  a plate  with  fresh  washed  mushrooms.  She 
wheeled  herself  to  her  spot  at  the  kitchen  table  and  grinned  in  true 
Cheshire  fashion.  It  never  failed  me,  how  she  knew  the  kitchen  layout  by 
simple  instinct  alone. 

“Careful  with  that  knife,  Mom.  It’s  sharp,  okay?”  I cautioned. 

“I  got  it.  Momma!”  she  said  while  she  carefully  sliced,  content. 
“Please  tell  me  what  you  are  putting  in  the  pot,  I want  to  invent  with  you” 
she  asked  sheepishly. 

I don’t  remember  what  I was  cooking  that  day.  It  might  have 
been  some  type  of  pasta  or  a simple  stir  fry  over  rice,  but  I can  recall  her 
smile  and  her  eagerness  to  be  treated  as  though  she  was  capable  of 
anything.  I wasn’t  about  to  deny  her  that.  It  was  a moment  of  simple 
happiness  in  the  darkness  that  had  shadowed  her  too  soon  in  life.  Some 
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days  were  hard  and  others  were  harder,  and  it  was  these  simple  snatches  of 
sunlight  that  still  invade  my  thoughts  as  I stir  the  pots  in  my  own  home,  a 
faint  whisper  still  dancing  on  the  fringe  of  my  memory,  “So,  what  are  you 
inventing  now?” 

Outlive  the  cat 


It  was  a different  conversation  than  most.  I could  hear  it  in  her 
voice.  I don’t  recall  how  it  became  our  routine,  but  it  did.  I worked  at  the 
front  desk,  answering  phones  and  completing  various  creative  tasks  at  my 
computer  each  day.  Mom  had  been  on  dialysis  now  for  over  a year  when 
my  sister  decided  that  my  mom  could  use  a cell  phone  in  order  to  call  her 
“friends”  during  these  four-hour  treatments.  My  mom  would  use  the 
phone  to  call  my  sister  incessantly  instead.  She  would  demand  to  quit 
dialysis  - despite  the  knowledge  that  it  would  mean  death.  When  my 
sister  ignored  the  calls,  she  would  call  me.  Before  I knew  it,  she  would 
call  me  three  times  a week  from  the  moment  she  was  “hooked  up  to  the 
machine"  until  it  was  time  to  come  off.  I would  put  her  on  hold  anytime  I 
needed  to  and  we  were  both  grateful  that  my  boss  did  not  monitor  me.  We 
both  enjoyed  the  conversations,  and  we  remained  on  the  phone  three  days 
a week  for  almost  four  hours  each  time.  I think  she  knew  that  I did  it  in 
order  to  take  her  mind  off  of  the  machine  and  the  pain,  but  we  never  said  it 
out  loud.  It  was  simply  her  time  to  have  free  talk  with  me. 

This  call  was  different  though.  I could  hear  the  tremble  in  her 
voice  and  knew  that  she  was  being  serious.  “I’m  so  tired  of  dialysis,”  she 
began.  I could  hear  the  pain  as  she  explained  how  she  knew  that  she 
would  die  if  she  stopped  the  treatments.  She  had  already  talked  to  my 
sister  who  cried  over  the  conversation  but  had  told  her  that  she  would 
respect  whatever  decision  she  made.  “You  are  the  third  one  I am  talking 
to  about  this,  Jenn,  and  I need  to  know  that  you  won’t  be  angry  at  me  if  I 
quit,”  she  said  through  tears.  My  heart  pumped  wildly  at  the  thought  of 
her  dying.  It  wasn’t  going  to  be  simple  like  she  probably  thought.  It  wasn’t 
going  to  be  like  falling  asleep  and  never  waking  up.  It  was  going  to  be 
painful,  only  she  wasn’t  going  to  be  able  to  utter  a word.  It  was  going  to 
be  excruciating,  not  gentle.  Eveiy  argument  surged  through  my  brain  as  I 
listened  to  her  pained  question. 

The  seriousness  of  the  situation  hung  heavy  over  the  telephone 
line  and  was  more  than  I could  handle.  Instinctively,  I knew  she  felt  the 
same  weight  and  she  needed  release.  Carefully,  I said,  “Well,  I guess  it 
means  that  I am  going  to  lose  the  bet  then.” 

I felt  her  tension  ease  slightly  as  she  said,  “Bet?  What  do  you 

mean?” 

“Well,  we  were  talking  about  who  we  thought  would  outlive 
whom,"  I explained,  “I  said  that  I thought  you  would  be  the  one  to  outlive 
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the  cat,  but  Ester  thought  that  the  cat  would  outlive  you.  If  you  don’t  do 
dialysis,  I don’t  stand  a good  chance  of  winning  unless  you  can  make  the 
cat  go  outside  more  often.  Do  you  think  the  neighbors  can  drive  faster  on 
your  street?”  She  began  to  laugh  really  hard.  I felt  a tear  roll  down  my 
face,  knowing  that  I just  gave  her  the  comic  relief  that  she  desperately 
needed. 

“Well,”  she  said  still  laughing,  “the  cat  is  pretty  old.  Okay,  I’m 
going  to  be  strong  as  long  as  you  keep  talking  to  me,  okay?” 

She  wasn’t  going  to  give  up!  I felt  relief  wash  over  me  at  that 
moment  and  I promised  to  keep  our  phone  dates  going.  “Mom,  I wouldn’t 
miss  it  for  anything.” 

Shortly  after  she  passed  seven  short  months  later,  the  cat  finally 
followed  in  her  footsteps,  the  end  of  a grand  cosmic  joke  between  mother 
and  daughter. 

70% 

A sophomore  in  high  school,  I came  home  with  tears  streaming 
down  my  face,  a half  crumpled  test  in  my  fist  with  a grade  of  70%  written 
in  red  ink.  Frustrated  and  angry,  I walked  straight  towards  the  stairs, 
intending  to  bury  my  face  into  my  pillow  when  I heard  her  say,  "Jenny, 
what's  wrong?"  I turned  to  see  my  mom’s  concerned  eyes  and  I gave  her 
the  test  and  began  sobbing. 

Between  sobs  and  hiccups,  I choked  out  the  words,  "I  studied  so 
hard  for  this  test  and  I got  a 'C.'  I'm  not  smart  enough.  I'm  so  stupid!"  I 
felt  her  meaty  arms  embrace  me  and  I buried  my  face  into  her  shoulder, 
crying  freely. 

Her  heavy  hand  cupped  the  back  of  my  head  and  I heard  her 
voice  whisper  melodically,  "My  sweet  Jenny.  C'mon  to  the  kitchen  with 
me,  let's  talk."  Running  the  back  of  my  hand  across  my  eyes,  I sniffed  and 
took  a shuddering  breath  as  I followed  her  to  the  kitchen,  head  hung  in 
deep  sadness. 

Gently  grasping  my  hand,  she  guided  me  to  the  kitchen  table  and 
directed  me  to  sit  down.  She  slowly  un-crumpled  the  test  and  ran  her 
hands  over  the  paper,  gingerly  ironing  it  with  her  palms  as  she  looked  at 
me.  "Would  you  like  a snack?"  she  asked.  In  silence,  I nodded  my  yes. 
Two  glasses  of  milk  and  a sleeve  of  Ritz  crackers  were  brought  to  the 
table.  Grabbing  my  glass  of  milk,  I saw  the  floating  ice  cubes  and  weakly 
smiled.  I saw  her  hand  reach  over  to  her  own  glass  and  finally  glanced  up 
at  her.  Her  milk  clinked  as  she  slid  it  closer  to  her. 

"Did  you  put  ice  cubes  in  yours,  too?"  I asked. 

"I  thought  I'd  try  my  milk  the  way  you  drink  yours,”  she 
answered  with  a soft  smile. 
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"Oh,"  I said.  Touching  the  glass  to  my  lips,  I sipped  at  the  icy 

cold  milk. 

"Let  me  see  this  test,  okay?  You  grab  some  crackers  while  I look 
it  over,  okay?" 

"Okay  mom." 

As  she  turned  the  pages  she  looked  up  at  me  and  said,  "There 
are  a lot  of  questions  on  this  test,  aren't  there?" 

"Uh  huh,"  I mumbled  through  a mouthful  of  crackers. 

She  turned  the  pages  and  continued  to  gloss  over  each  sheet. 
"Well,  I see  some  red  x's  but  I also  see  a lot  more  check  marks  than  x's." 
She  looked  up  at  me  with  a little  grin. 

A small  grin  peaked  out  from  my  teary  face.  "I  wish  there 
weren't  any  x's  on  it  though.  Mom." 

Reaching  her  hand  over  to  mine,  she  looked  straight  into  my 
eyes  with  her  own  deep  brown  ones  and  said,  "Jenny,  I think  you  are 
looking  at  this  all  wrong.  Let  me  show  you  what  I see.  First,  tell  me,  how 
long  did  you  have  to  study?" 

"One  week,"  I said. 

"And  how  long  ago  did  you  start  learning  this?"  she  prodded. 

"Two  weeks  ago,  Mom,"  I answered. 

"Did  you  know  any  of  this  before  two  weeks  ago?"  she  pressed. 

"No,  it  was  really  hard  to  understand  because  I never  studied 
this  before,"  I said. 

"So,  in  two  weeks,  you  went  from  knowing  none  of  this  to  now 
knowing  70%  of  it?!  Baby,  this  is  great  work!"  she  said  smiling. 

"But  it's  not  an  'A',  Mom,"  I stammered. 

"And  an  'A'  isn't  that  important.  Two  weeks  ago,  you  would 
have  gotten  a 0%  and  here  you  are,  only  two  weeks  later  and  you  learned 
70%  of  it.  That  means  that  you  only  missed  30%  of  this  brand  new 
information.  And  that's  not  bad!" 

"But  I studied  so  hard—" 

"And  it  shows  sweetheart.  I'm  proud  of  you.  Now,  I want  you 
to  take  this  test  and  review  the  other  30%  that  you  didn't  know." 

"But  the  test  is  over,"  I said. 

"The  test  isn't  important,  the  only  thing  that  is  important  is  the 
knowledge  that  you  keep.  Knowledge  is  the  only  thing  that  no  one  can 
take  from  you." 

And  I knew  she  was  right. 

It  was  a conversation  that  still  resonates  in  my  life  today.  The 
grade  on  the  test  will  never  reflect  the  actual  knowledge  in  my  head. 
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Just  one  more  slice  of  cheesecake 


It  was  a simple  idea.  The  Hyatt  Hotel  had  just  opened  their 
small  cafe  in  their  main  lobby.  Aside  from  the  typical  thoroughfare  of 
airline  style  foods  and  snacks,  they  now  featured  four  varieties  of  my 
favorite  dessert.  Cheesecake  was  the  dessert  that  Rue  McClanahan,  Betty 
White,  and  Bea  Arthur  would  turn  too  during  troubling  times  on  the 
"Golden  Girls"  sitcoms.  While  other  kids  enjoyed  Atari  gaming  systems 
in  the  mid  80s,  my  mom  and  I enjoyed  watching  the  comical  hijinks  of 
four  elderly  ladies  and  making  jokes  about  needing  a slice  of  cheesecake. 
Years  later,  we  would  still  joke  about  needing  a slice  of  cheesecake  before 
getting  into  a serious  discussion. 

The  slices  of  cheesecake  offered  at  the  Hyatt  were  properly 
sized  for  portion  control  and  were  priced  at  “affordable”.  Aside  from 
original  flavor,  they  also  featured  a caramel-pecan  cheesecake,  a triple 
chocolate  cheesecake,  and  a diabetic  friendly  sugar-free  cheesecake. 
Knowing  how  impatient  she  could  be  sometimes,  I called  her  from  my  cell 
phone  while  en  route  to  her  house. 

"Mom,  I'm  coming  to  break  you  out  of  the  house  for  a little  bit, 
do  you  wanna  go?" 

"For  real?  Where  are  we  going?" 

"Don't  worry  about  it.  I'll  be  there  in  twenty  minutes;  can  you  be 
ready  to  go?" 

"Yes,  okay,  I'll  be  ready." 

Twenty  minutes  later,  she  was  beaming  as  I rolled  her 
wheelchair  down  the  ramp.  Rolling  up  to  the  passenger  side  of  the  car,  she 
grabbed  her  sliding  board  and  pulled  herself  into  the  car.  After  packing 
her  wheelchair  into  the  trunk,  I slid  into  the  driver's  seat  and  gave  her  a 
hug.  Smiling  back,  she  asked  with  her  playful  childlike  voice,  "Where  are 
we  going?" 

"Well,  I thought  we  could  use  some  cheesecake  today.  Sound 

good?” 

“Yes,”  she  stammered,  “but  the  Cheesecake  Factory  is  too 
expensive,  isn’t  it?”  she  asked. 

“But  we  aren’t  going  there.  We’re  going  somewhere  less 
stuffy,”  I answered  with  a grin. 

We  chatted  lightly  as  I drove  towards  the  hotel,  glancing  at  her 
profile  as  I listened  to  her  voice  fill  the  cabin  of  the  car  with  banter. 

Pulling  up  to  the  Hyatt,  I parked  by  the  front  entrance,  ready  to  pull  out 
the  wheelchair  when  she  suddenly  said,  “So,  I guess  we  should  talk.”  The 
worry  stretched  across  her  face,  letting  me  know  that  it  was  going  to  be 
serious. 

Carefully,  I asked  her,  “How  bad  are  the  fights  in  the  house?” 
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Tears  began  to  fall  slowly  down  her  cheeks  and  she  said,  “Ester 
is  definitely  going  to  divorce  him.” 

Gently  grabbing  her  hand,  I said,  “Yes,  she  is.  And  it  isn’t  a bad 
thing  mom.  Let  me  park  the  car  in  a space  first,  okay?  Then  we  can  talk.” 
Still  teary,  she  smiled  slightly,  “But  first,  you  should  get  us 
some  cheesecake.”  It  was  her  way  of  saying  that  we  wouldn’t  be  leaving 
the  car  for  this  conversation,  she  needed  her  privacy  and  my  car  fit  the  bill. 
Two  bottled  waters  and  two  slices  of  cheesecake  later,  she  finally  opened 
the  floodgates  and  poured  out  the  terrible  arguments  that  seemed  to  be 
happening  daily  at  the  house.  She  sobbed  out  the  anger  and  quiet 
frustration  at  the  many  instances  of  blame-casting  and  evil  energy  that 
seemed  to  be  draining  the  air  from  the  home.  Ester’s  husband  was  a 
slovenly  man  who  could  be  pretty  cruel  and  vindictive  without 
provocation.  Mom’s  eyes  were  red-rimmed  and  I could  feel  the  weight  of 
her  heart  as  she  recounted  the  recent  set  of  arguments  that  plagued  the 
home.  Drained,  she  finally  whispered  through  her  tears,  “He  blames  me, 
he  blames  the  kids,  he  blames  her,  it’s  always  everyone  else’s  fault.  I try 
not  to  get  involved  but  then  he  even  fights  about  me.  He  says  I am  the 
reason  why  their  marriage  is  failing.” 

Putting  an  arm  around  her  shoulder,  I said,  “Mom,  it’s  not  your 
fault.  It  was  never  your  fault.”  We  knew  that  divorce  wasn’t  easy.  Mom’s 
divorce  was  hard;  my  own  divorce  had  shredded  my  nerves  finer  than 
kosher  salt;  she  was  worried  about  Ester.  She  was  worried  about  the  kids. 
She  was  worried  about  what  tomorrow  would  look  like. 

“Can  you  get  me  just  one  more  slice  of  cheesecake  Jenn-Jenn? 
Please?”  she  said. 

“Momma,  you’ve  already  had  two  slices  - your  sugar  is  going  to 
go  too  high”  I admonished  a bit  too  weakly. 

“It’s  okay.  I’ll  pay  for  the  slice”  she  said  sheepishly. 

“Mom,  it’s  not  about  the  money  - okay,  I will  get  you  another 
slice  but  don’t  you  dare  tell  Ester,  okay?” 

“Okay!”  she  grinned,  “I  want  that  chocolate  one  you  told  me 

about.” 

“No  way!  That’s  not  sugar  free.” 

“But  it’s  such  a small  piece,  please?” 

I gave  in.  As  she  sank  her  fork  into  the  decadent  slice  of 
chocolate  heaven,  she  looked  up  at  me  with  a soft  resolve  in  her  voice  and 
said,  “Jenn-Jenn,  please  look  out  for  Ester.  Will  you  promise  me?” 

“Of  course  I will.  Mom,  but  you  know  that  Ester  is  tough.  She  is 
going  to  be  okay,  okay?” 

She  looked  worried.  “But  she  will  be  divorced  and  alone  with 
the  kids,  and  me.” 

“Mom,  she  has  been  alone  this  whole  time.  The  only  difference 
is  that  now,  she  won’t  have  all  the  constant  fights  to  deal  with  on  top  of 
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having  to  do  everything  alone.  Ester  and  the  kids  are  going  to  be  better 
than  okay.  I promise." 

She  never  showed  that  amount  of  worry  over  my  divorce,  but  it 
didn't  matter.  She  knew  that  I responded  better  to  pressure.  I was  moved 
by  righteous  anger  - not  fear.  Ester  was  her  baby,  though.  She  was  my 
little  sister  and  mom’s  sensitive  girl.  She  was  the  child  who  was  bom  with 
a filter  and  a wicked  sense  of  humor.  She  was  Mom’s  flower.  I was 
Mom’s  thorn.  I went  from  thin-skinned  to  armor-sealed,  while  Ester  went 
from  street-tough  to  delicate  rose  petal.  Somehow,  she  wanted  to  make 
sure  that  her  flower  could  produce  a few  thorns  of  defense.  After  Mom  left 
our  world.  Ester  crumbled.  One  month  later,  her  thorns  bloomed  and  I 
knew  that  I had  fulfilled  my  promise. 

The  rubber  bands 


After  having  visited  her  in  the  hospital  the  last  few  days,  it  felt 
good  to  finally  be  driving  over  to  my  sister's  house  to  see  my  mom  back  at 
home,  even  if  there  was  less  of  her  now.  Diabetes  and  gangrene  had 
claimed  her  leg  and  my  sister  was  scrambling  to  make  changes  to  the 
house  to  accommodate  Mom  better.  Looking  through  my  rear  view 
mirror.  1 grinned  at  my  two  little  babies  in  their  car  seats.  These 
munchkins  will  make  her  smile. 

1 pulled  up  to  the  house  and  was  greeted  at  the  door  by  my 
weary  sister.  "How  is  she  doing  today?"  1 whispered. 

Grabbing  my  toddler  from  her  car  seat.  Ester  looked  up  at  me 
with  heaviness  in  her  face,  "She's  still  in  a lot  of  pain  but  she's  determined 
to  walk  in  a prosthetic.  The  house  is  a mess.  We  had  to  move  her  bed  and 
dresser  down  into  the  living  room."  Draping  the  diaper  bag  over  one 
shoulder.  I unlatched  the  baby  car  seat  and  carried  my  youngest  inside. 

Walking  towards  the  back  of  the  house,  I could  see  why  my 
sister  was  bone  weary.  Living  room  furniture  had  been  rearranged  along 
with  dining  room  furniture,  turning  the  front  sitting  areas  into  an 
overstuffed  design  faux  paus.  As  I rounded  the  comer  just  past  the  kitchen, 
I saw  her  on  her  bed  in  what  used  to  be  the  family  living  room.  A flash  of 
bright  red  and  neon  yellow  caught  my  eye  as  her  arms  arced  up  and  down 
in  a strange  rhythmic  motion.  Two  giant  rubber  bands  were  attached  to  the 
post  of  her  headboard  as  part  of  her  physical  therapy.  Hearing  us  enter, 
she  smiled,  looked  up  in  my  direction  and  huffed,  “Hi  Momma!” 

Still  a bit  in  the  dark  about  these  colorful  rubber  bands.  1 
cautiously  grinned,  “Hi  Mom.  Umm.  what  are  you  doing?” 

Still  pumping  her  arms,  she  huffed  out,  “These  are  my  exercise 
bands  from  the  hospital!  I have  to  make  my  arms  strong  so  I can  walk 
again."  Mom  had  seen  her  share  of  frustrations  over  the  years  as  diabetes 
had  robbed  her  of  so  much;  it  was  good  to  see  her  determined  again. 
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“Well,  those  are  awfully  bright  colored  bands.  Mom.  Are  you 
sure  they  won’t  keep  you  up  at  night?”  I quipped. 

“Not  if  I close  my  eyes,”  she  laughed  back,  a bit  breathless. 

“Mom,”  I approached  cautiously,  “1  know  you  can  do  it,  but  it’s 
okay  if  you  take  your  time  to  learn  how  to  use  the  prosthetic  right?” 

“Uh  uh!  If  I take  too  long.  I’ll  forget  how  to  walk.  I am  going  to 
get  strong  fast  and  1 am  going  to  walk  - just  you  watch,”  she  said  with  a 
flair  of  stubbornness  that  I hadn’t  seen  since  the  late  80s.  Mustering  up  a 
huge  smile,  1 told  her  that  1 knew  she  would  walk  again,  and  I truly  did 
believe  her. 

Eventually,  gangrene  came  to  claim  her  other  leg;  but  before  it 
did.  I had  the  privilege  of  seeing  her  stand  and  walk  on  her  first  prosthetic 
leg.  It  was  a snapshot  of  sheer  stubbornness  and  will  that  will  forever  be 
burned  into  my  heart. 


52 


Perfect 

Alexandra  Rae  Cox 

I saw  an  ad  online  for  a cream  that  will  give  me 
smaller  pores  for  only  $49.70. 

I had  to  wonder  - what’s  so  wrong  with  having  large  pores? 
But  all  the  actresses  on  TV  say  big  pores  are  bad, 
so  it  must  be  true. 

Anywhere  from  15  bucks  to  88  can  get  me 
a smooth  face  and  eyes  without  these  saggy,  saggy  bags. 

If  I put  down  $96  I'll  have  the  brightest  smile  in  town. 

For  that  much  cash,  my  teeth  better  outshine  the  sun  itself. 
I’ve  seen  weight  loss  books  cost  as  high  as  $175, 
and  every  day  I see  women  in  magazines  and  on  my  TV 
tell  me  how  lucky  they  were 
to  go  from  a size  16  to  a size  12. 

And  in  just  four  weeks,  no  less! 

If  I follow  every  tip  they  give  me. 

follow  every  weight  loss  program  they  followed, 

and  go  to  the  gyms  they  went  to. 

then  1 could  be  just  as  lucky  as  them! 

The  closest  weight  loss  center  to  my  house 
will  charge  me  as  low  as  $10  a week. 

The  gym  membership  will  cost  me  $10  a month,  after  a $10  start  up  fee. 
I'm  seeing  a rule  of  ten  here. 

Ten,  ten.  ten. 

Maybe  they  think  this  number  will  bury  itself  in  my  mind, 
and  I’ll  be  really,  really  motivated  to  be  a size  10. 

But  another  weight  loss  program  promises  better  results, 
and  it’s  from  one  of  the  best  hospitals  in  the  country. 

They  don't  take  insurance,  so  the  $6,000  bill  will  go  straight  to  my 
mailbox. 

And  if  diets  fail  me,  and  those  weight  loss  programs  are  a bust, 
then  there’s  always  the  lap  band... 

Costing  only  $14,000. 

My  body  is  covered  with  battle  scars 
battles  with  my  cat 
battles  with  acne 

battles  with  the  hot  pans  in  my  kitchen. 

A cream  costing  $134  will  wipe  all  those  scars  away. 

Full  face  threading  will  cost  me  $30  at  my  hair  salon. 

and  just  up  the  street  from  there  I can  get  a mani-pedi  for  $75. 

I hear  it’s  a really  relaxing  experience. 
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Lasers  will  zap  all  the  little  hairs  from  my  legs  for  $400, 
but  that’s  just  below  the  knees. 

I only  have  to  spend  $180  if  I want  to  get  rid  of  my  acne 
using  a new,  chemical-free  process. 

A gentle  exfoliating  mask  will  cost  $108.09. 

My  face  is  getting  so  heavy  with  all  these  dead  cells, 
so  maybe  it’ll  be  a worthwhile  investment. 

...  I lave  you  been  keeping  track  of  how  much  money  I’m  going  to  spend? 
Do  you  know  what  the  price  of  perfection  is  yet? 

To  be  thin,  have  pretty  nails,  have  bright  white  teeth,  have  a face  that  is 
free  of  wrinkles,  pores,  cells,  zits,  “unwanted”  hair, 
to  have  the  purple,  puffy  stains  under  my  eyes  be  smoothed  away 
and  have  skin  that  is  silky  smooth  and  without  scars, 

I will  spend  as  much  as  $21,365.79. 

(Tax  not  included  ) 

And  1 didn’t  even  tell  you  how  much  money  I spend  on  makeup  and  nice 
clothes  each  year. 

There’s  nothing  relaxing  about  that  price  tag, 
there’s  nothing  gentle  about  that  hole  in  my  wallet, 
and  there’s  certainly  nothing  beautiful  about  any  of  this. 

I'm  tired  of  being  told  that  1 should  spend  my  money 
on  trying  to  fit  in  and  look  like  everyone  else. 

I'm  tired  of  being  told  all  the  ways  I’m  not  perfect. 
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Art  done  by  Eliza  Farren 


Phantom 

James  Barrow 

A writer  fights  a deadly  foe 
That  battles  in  his  brilliant  mind. 

It  routs  his  stories  on  the  field 
And  leaves  them  dead,  unread  behind. 

These  helpless  works  left  in  its  wake 
It  makes  seem  old  and  out  of  date. 
New  stories  fill  the  writer’s  head. 

But  soon  they  meet  their  elder’s  fate. 

This  foe,  this  brutal  enemy. 
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This  phantom  of  unfinished  works 
It  haunts  me  to  this  very  day 
And  in  my  mind  it  always  lurks. 


Directions 

Tucker  Philbrook 

which  way  to  turn 
on  a one  way  street 
in  a one  road  town? 


What  g Am 

Bernard  Liles 

What  I am  is  a force  of  destruction  that  wipes  out  everything  in 
its  path.  I am  a being  with  no  beginning  nor  end.  I am  the  one  with  no 
mercy  or  remorse.  I am  the  darkness  that  no  light  can  shield  you  from.  1 
am  the  one  that  you  fear  more  than  anything.  I am  the  death  no  god  nor 
any  other  creature  can  escape.  I am  the  unavoidable  end  that  all  must  meet 
one  day.  I am  the  taker  of  lives  and  devourer  of  souls.  I am  the  hatred  that 
bums  as  I lay  buried  in  your  heart.  I am  your  darkest  desire  that  you  are 
afraid  to  embrace  and  ashamed  to  act  on.  I am  your  worst  nightmare 
brought  to  life  because  of  your  fear.  I am  the  corrupter  of  men  and  the 
accuser  of  all  living  things.  I am  a natural  disaster  that  is  about  to  happen, 
that  has  started,  and  will  come  again.  I,  the  natural  disaster,  will  keep 
occurring  until  all  is  gone.  I am  the  evil  that  calls  your  name  when  rage 
and  hatred  consume  your  heart  and  clouds  your  vision. 

I am  all  that  is  wrong  in  the  universe  and  yet  I am  nothing  — 
nothing  at  all.  To  be  angry  is  only  useless,  for  I have  nothing  to  gain  from 
anger.  I hate  what  1 have  become,  but  love  the  benefits  of  it.  1 wonder,  is  it 
wrong  to  have  two  conflicting  emotions  warring  inside  me?  What  profits 
shall  I receive  from  razing  the  cosmos,  only  to  be  in  the  emptiness  that  I 
have  in  me?  There  is  nothing  to  gain  from  such  devastation  but  sadness 
and  guilt.  I am  confused  as  to  why  I have  to  be  so  evil,  all  the  time.  For 
there  to  be  a great  good  there  has  to  be  a greater  evil.  I am  the  greatest  evil 
there  is.  Who  is  worse  than  I when  it  comes  to  destruction?  No  one  can 
stop  me  or  withstand  my  devastating  power.  1 am  without  peer  or  equal,  so 
who  dares  face  me?  1 know  what  it  takes  to  be  that  which  the  gods  fear, 
and  am  powerful  enough  to  make  them  fear  me. 
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If  I can  trade  places  with  the  great  good,  will  it  surpass  me  in 
wickedness,  or  will  it  become  a mockery  of  all  evildoers?  I hope  it  has 
what  it  takes,  because  a lot  is  needed  to  be  evil,  and  in  doing  so  you  lose 
your  soul.  Then  you  are  eventually  consumed  by  a darkness  that  there  is 
no  escape  from.  Now  the  only  question  is,  do  you  have  what  it  takes  to 
beat  me?  Will  you  try  to  sin  and  not  be  snared  by  your  flesh’s  longings? 

Do  you  know  what  it’s  like  being  me?  Would  you  want  to  be  me?  Can  you 
be  me  without  losing  yourself?  If  you  do.  that  is  great  and  if  not  that  will 
be  good  too.  This  is  what  I am:  evil,  darkness,  heartless,  merciless,  sin 
incarnated.  The  only  thing  to  do  is  find  out  what  is  crawling  around  in 
your  heart  and  reveal  what  you  are. 

So  let’s  remove  the  mask  so  we  can  see  what  your  true  face  is. 
Remember,  once  the  darkness  has  you.  there  is  no  going  back! 

But  who  would  want  to  go  back?  There  is  nothing  there  anyway. 


Art  done  by  Ashley  Roncaglione 
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Stuck  Between  Two  Worlds 

Michelle  Blackwood 

You  seem  to  be  a man 
Stuck  between  two  worlds 
You  have  the  life  you  are  living  now 
But  the  whatifs  fill  your  mind 

This  causes  you  much  pain,  sorrow  and  regret 
Is  there  a better  life  out  there 
Just  waiting  for  you  somewhere? 

These  thoughts  are  what  fill  your  head 

Now,  you  feel  stuck  and  full  of  dread 
Sometimes  possibly  wishing  you  were  dead 
This  life  is  no  longer  enough 
You  want  out  of  this  world  but  this  is  tough 

For  even  if  you  should  walk  away 
Apart  of  you  will  always  stay 
A shadow  of  your  former  life 
Causing  you  stress  and  strife 

I lerein  lies  the  dilemma 
To  carry  on  or  just  let  go 
Which  path  should  you  take? 

While  unsure,  you  realize  there  is  much  at  stake 

What  to  do? 

I low  to  decide? 

There  are  no  easy  answers 
Out  there  waiting  for  you 

On  the  one  hand. 

What  you  have  is  what  many  want 

But  dissatisfaction  feeds 

The  growing  needs  you  have  deep  within 

A choice  to  win,  or  a choice  to  lose 
Which  one  will  you  choose? 

No  matter  what  your  final  decision 
There  will  be  pain  and  sorrow 
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Tears  must  be  shed 

One  way  or  other 

When  and  where  in  time 

Did  everything  become  such  a crime? 

A test  of  character,  a test  of  faith 

A test  of  loyalty,  this  final  test  you  must  take 

However,  while  this  is  your  choice 

This  goes  way  beyond  just  you  and  who  you  are 

In  the  end  others  will  become 
Distressed  over  what  they  here 
Learning  who,  when,  where  and  why 


Why  do  you  think  that  life  Is  so  unfair? 

Phyllis  Hester 

You  were  bom  into  this  world  without  any  care 

No  worries  about  a roof  being  over  your  head 

You  were  well  cared  for  and  but  to  bed 

But,  after  you  grew  up  throughout  the  years 

Dam,  if  you  didn’t  cause  your  parents  many  tears 

You  refused  to  listen  to  what  they  had  to  say 

So  what  they  put  you  out  and  told  you  to  be  on  your  merry  way 

You  had  to  leam  about  life  out  there  on  your  own  everyday 

Now  you  see  and  feel  the  effects  of  life  ups  and  downs 

So  there’s  no  need  to  walk  around  town  with  that  evil  frown 

You  should  have  kept  your  feet  on  solid  ground 

Why  do  you  think  life  is  so  unfair? 

It’s  all  about  what  you  are  doing  to  yourself 
Hanging  out  on  the  streets  late  at  night 
Tasting  and  selling  drags,  which  you  know  isn’t  right 
Do  you  think  life  is  a game? 

You’re  the  one  putting  your  family  through  all  that  shame 

Life  has  always  been  very  fair 

It  was  about  you  and  you  just  didn’t  care! 
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I Find  Myself  Running 

Ben  P e p e 


I find  myself  running. 

Running  from  a shadowy  figure 
Running 

Just  past  20th  street  almost  to  2 1 st  street 
Running 

The  shadowy  figure  is  catching  up 
Run  faster 

But  my  feet  feel  like  they  are  glued  to  ground 
Run  faster 

He  is  right  on  my  heels 
Run  faster. 

I hit  a bump  and  trip 

Then  I wake  up,  but  only  to  find  myself  running. 


Falling  Hard  For  Fall 

Brooklyn  LeShea  Lefever 

As  I lie  here  dreaming  about  the  mountains,  longing  to  see  the  exquisite 
scenery  that  i have  fallen  in  love  with. 

Dreaming  about  putting  my  toes  into  the  ice  cold  river,  that  i've  been  to  a 
thousand  times. 

I love  the  smell  of  the  woods,  campfires  and  the  whole  atmosphere. 
Hoping  one  day  it  will  be  once  again  mine. 

My  dream  so  amazingly  real  i feel  like  i’m  completely  there. 

Fall  has  most  certainly  fallen,  the  leaves  flowing  down  from  the  branches 
of  the  tall  trees  hitting  the  tip  of  my  nose,  so  crisp  and  brightly  colored. 
Walking  through  the  loud  crackling  leaves  and  having  to  watch  out  for  the 
protruding  roots. 

Not  hearing  a sound  but  the  nature  and  a river  flowing  so  fast  and  fierce, 
not  far  from  an  enormous  waterfall  you  can  see  in  the  distance. 

I wish  i could  stay  here  forever  and  never  have  to  leave,  only  in  my 
dreams  i can  stay  forever,  only  in  my  dreams. 
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Be  Aware 

Wilma  Herndon 

They  tell  us  that  October  is  Breast  Cancer  and  Domestic  Violence 
awareness  month. 

Be  Aware! 

Be  aware  that  there  is  no  cure  for  Breast  Cancer  and  that  a man  can  be 
diagnosed  with  it  too. 

Treatment  #1- Chemotherapy  and  Radiation 

This  treatment  is  extremely  harsh;  it  tears  the  body  apart. 

Be  aware  that  there  are  some  sisters  who  never  go  out  at  all 
Not  even  to  the  mall 

Unless  they  are  wearing  a scarf,  wig  or  a hat, 

Because  they  are  bald. 

Treatment  #2 Mastectomy 

Gone  are  her  two  body  parts. 

She  is  left  with  a permanent  scar  on  the  flesh  that  covers  her  heart. 

She’s  being  crying  from  the  start. 

Crying  for  her  teenage  daughter 

Praying  that  she  will  live  long  enough  to  see  her  daughter  grow  up  to 
become  a wife  and  a mother. 

Or,  worse  still  have  her  daughter  left  to  the  poor  advice  of  another. 

From  one  sisters’  scar  to  another. 

Be  aware  that  there  are  some  sisters  who  understand  how  you  can  find 
yourself  in  a scandal 

That’s  bigger  than  Thursday  night  on  ABC. 

Because  she  understands  that  people  go  viral  in  other  places  besides 
YouTube. 

Wagging  tongues  on  the  phone,  pictures  on  Facebook  or  via  flashing 
fingers  sending  a text. 

Sending  and  receiving,  sending  and  receiving 
Not  knowing  where  it’s  going  to  end  up  next. 

Be  aware  that  there  are  people  out  there  slipping  and  sliding,  creeping  and 
hiding 

Stealing  and  lying 
And  cloaking! 

It’s  a courtship  with  fate 

Being  recorded  by  big  brother  and  the  Master 

It’s  going  to  show  up  at  a later  date. 

How  do  you  get  your  kicks? 
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Be  aware  that  there  are  people  out  there  running  and  hiding 
from  the  flying  bullets  of  a lone  shooter, 

A gang  banger 

The  person  in  your  town,  neighborhood,  across  the  street  or  in  your  house 
That  will  take  you  out  and  then  take  themselves  out  through  suicide. 

Use  a fist,  a harsh  word  or  say  nothing  at  all. 

It’s  all  violence  and  abuse, 

Bullying  is  not  just  for  kids. 

In  2013,  October  and  November  occur  in  the  same  week. 

October,  Breast  Cancer  and  Domestic  Violence,  bleak. 

But,  November  is  the  kick-off  of  Black  Girls  Rock  and  the  Women  of  the 
World  Poetry  Slam! 

Be  Aware! 


Young  Doctor  In  Love 

Christian  Gunn 

In  a small  town 
of  many  things  you  do  not 
see  different  kinds  of 
people  in  town. 

Everyone  hears  that  it  takes  strong  will 
to  get  it  done.  He  never  gives  up. 

They  push  him  to  great  limits.  He 
has  long  hair 

and  he  is  small.  He  moves  to 

Rome,  the  capital  of  Italy.  Everybody  knows  him,  but 
he  never  runs  anything. 

Everybody  calls  him 

James  Pals  Lee,  Jr.  He  is  named  after 

his  father,  James  Pals  Lee,  Sr. 

His  mother’s  name  is  May  Rose  Lee. 

She  was  a mechanic, 
working  on  cars  and  adding  new 
things.  His  father’s  a doctor  and  if  you  got 
sick,  he’d  make  house  call. 

James  Pals  Lee,  Jr.  was  going  to 
Community  College  in  Rome. 

He  took  a medical  degree  to  be 
a doctor  in  Rome. 

He  saw  a beautiful  young  lady. 
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She  was  also  in  Community  College  to 
be  a doctor. 

Her  name  is  Rose  L.  Baryk 
When  she  sees  the  young  man,  so 
Long  haired  and  beautiful,  she  says 
How  long  have  you  worn  your  hair  long? 

He  has  for  six  years. 

She  also  has  long  hair. 

He  asks,  “Will 

You  have  lunch  with  me?” 

She  says  yes,  I would  like 
To  have  lunch  with  you. 

She  asks  “Will  you  have 
Dinner  with  me?” 

Yes,  he  would  like  that. 

He  cooks  like  her. 

A nice  grilled  chicken. 

Salad  and  he  also  cooked 

Dinner  like 

Steamed  carrots  with 

Fish,  green  salad  and  he  made  green  tea. 

After  dinner  was  over, 

James  thought  it  was 
ideal  for  nice  walk  . 

with  Rose  to  the  parks  to  see  the  birds  in  the  sky. 

And  it  was  getting  late, 

so  he  wanted  to 

make  sure  Rose 

made  it  home  safe. 

So  James  made  it  home 
safe  with  Rose.  He  drove  his 
New  car,  a 2001  Nissan  and  he 
opened  the  car  door,  so  she  could  get  in. 

Part  Two 


James  got  out  of  his  side  of 
The  car  to  help  her  with  her  seat  belt 
and  open  the  door.  Get  out,  he 
said  with  a smile  then  she  asked, 
James  would  you  like  to 
come  in  my  house? 

James  said  no  because 
he  had  to  get  ready  for 
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Class  tomorrow. 

I will  see  you  in  class 
tomorrow  Rose,  ok? 

As  soon  as  James  gets  home 

His  dad  calls  him  up 

On  the  phone.  Something  is 

on  his  mind  so  he  tells  his 

son  some  good  news  about 

His  award  for  fifty  years  of  being  a doctor 

His  dad  also  said  your 

Mother  has  life  insurance,  so 

we  can  keep  our  house. 

She  wants  you  to  talk  to  the  doctors. 

He  said  she  has  diabetes 
and  kidney  stones. 

She  didn’t  have  long  to  live. 

James  said  how  can  I 
help?  He  could  not  speak. 

He  fell  to  his  knees. 

He  called  all  of  his  sisters  to 

let  them  know  what  was  going  on  with  Mother  . 

That  day  Rose  called  James  and  asked 

What  happened? 

He  said  my  mother  does  not  have 
long  to  live. 


The  Illusion 

Courtney  Shader 

He  was  such  an  innocent  soul  in  a dirty  world. 

He  watched  organisms  go  bankrupted  over  alterations  to  a decomposing 
flesh 

slowly  evaporating  into  oblivion, 

but  the  words  of  destruction  replaced  their  blood 

as  they  purchased  lavishly. 

who  needs  nutrients  when  you  look  like  a diamond? 

He  stared  at  these  organisms  with  vultures  perched  on  their  heads 

pecking 

ripping 

tearing 
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dismembering  themselves  from  the  inside  out. 

Leaving  them  draped  across  intersections  where  millions  walk 
but  no  words  are  exchanged. 

The  silence  broke  his  heart. 

But  his  cries  were  unheard  as  the  organisms  retracted  into  their  hands  and 
talking  through  their  necks  to  an  invisible  audience. 

There  is  no  interaction. 

There  is  no  grief. 

There  is  only  disconnect  and  uncertainty. 

Is  this  the  survival  of  the  fittest? 

There's  n®  generation  curse:  You  were 
horn  to  live  and  horn  to  die 

Phyllis  Hester 

We  often  think  it’s  a generation  curse 
But  you  must  come  to  realize  that’s  a lie 
You  were  bom  to  live  and  you  were  bom  to  die 
And  we’re  always  asking  ourselves  “Why?” 

Surely  death  always  breaks  our  hearts 
We  often  try  to  make  a new  start 
But,  it  keeps  happening  over  and  over  again 
Our  tears  flow  like  a river 

You  were  bom  to  live  and  you  were  bom  to  die 

This  is  a fact  and  not  a lie 

Our  tears  flow  down  from  our  faces  like  a river 

From  our  lost  our  nerves  makes  us  shiver 

As  we  watch  our  beloved  ones  in  the  casket  going  under 

And  our  hearts  inside  our  shell  sounding  like  thunder 

Sometimes  we  feel  is  this  life  really  worth  a try 

When  we  tell  our  beloved  one’s  good  bye 

You  were  bom  to  live  and  you  were  bom  to  die 

So,  why  commit  so  many  awful  sins 

When  you  know  death  hits  home  over  and  over  again 

Did  you  not  know  that  your  creator  gave  you  a number  across  your  chest? 

And  when  it  is  pulled  you  too  will  be  laid  down  for  an  eternal  rest 

You  were  bom  to  live  and  you  were  bom  to  die 
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Come  to  realize  this  is  your  life  answer  to  your  whys 
You  were  bom  to  live  and  you  were  bom  to  die! 

I Remember 

Dawn  Roberts 

I am  a Tall  Building 

Filled  with  windows  that  look  into  my  soul 
I am  rain  that  fell  deep  into  the  ground 

Can  you  feel  my  drops  fall  softly  like  my  mother’s  cool  hands? 

I am  from  snow  that  fell  so  high 

I am  from  a bus  ride  away  where  the  Statue  of  Liberty  touches  the  sky 
I am  from  Newark,  East  Orange,  Bloomfield  and  Branch  Brook  Park 
Where  people  go  to  celebrate  love  and  life  after  dark 
I am  from  big  bright  lights,  shining  as  far  as  I can  see 
I am  from  Spanish,  Italian,  Chinese  and  African  a huge  melting  pot 
But  watch  out  and  be  aware  or  you  might  not  get  the  drop 
I am  from  music  that  played  on  the  roof  tops 
Where  the  music  fell  down  like  rain  but  we  didn’t  stop 
I am  from  mothers  who  tell  you  to  “stop  acting  ugly,  because  ugly  is  an 
act  not  a look”. 

My  Mind 

Michelle  Blackwood 

In  my  mind,  it’s  often  hazy 
Sometimes  even  a little  crazy 
What  I see  depends  on  me 
It  can  be  lazy,  or  as  busy  as  a bee 

In  my  mind,  there  is  always  time 
To  do  what  I do,  in  rhyme 

At  times  it  is  quiet  and  mild,  at  times  thunderous  and  wild 
Sometimes  it  runs  amuck,  often  times  getting  stuck 

In  my  mind,  it  is  always  today 

Never  tomorrow 

It  remembers  many  a sorrow 

Sometimes  it  likes  to  fly  or  ask  the  question  “why?” 

It  can  hold  most  anything,  it  forgets  and  it  regrets 
My  mind,  it  can  be  blind  and  sometimes  even  unkind 
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Lost  In  Love 

Khalif  “Kayman”  Ruebin 

I think  love  caught  up  with  me  in  my  life  when  I was  younger  I feel  so 
much  hate  towards  me  suicide  could  of  being  that  choice  it  was  a voice 
and  talent  god  told  me  to  use  the  mind  I speak  the  things  I will  say  and 
keep  or  hold  it  all  in  this  cannot  be  a sin  of  me  speaking  my  mind  I just  a 
heartless,  dateless  loser  to  them  what  made  me  keep  thinking  no  girl  will 
not  date  if  god  create  a love  story  then  what  will  make  that  chick  perfect 
for  me  do  you  see  my  world  of  romance  never  exist  only  in  dreams,  and 
my  imagination  I want  to  stop  chasing 


“Feeding  Your  Demons”  by  Emma  Stoumen 
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King  of  Kings 

Bernard  Liles 

I was  bom  into  servitude.  They  bound  my  body,  but  not  my 
mind.  I dream  of  being  free  one  day.  On  that  day  they  will  pay.  They  all 
will  pay.  I am  getting  tired  of  the  back-breaking  labor.  I built  temples  to 
the  gods,  tombs  to  the  great  kings,  as  well  as  palaces  all  my  life.  My  life 
was  wasted  on  cracking  rocks  and  moving  stones.  Food  and  water  was  my 
reward  for  just  living  long  enough  to  finish  a building.  I eventually  had 
enough  of  it  all!  After  25  years  of  enslavement  I decided  that  it  was  time 
for  a change,  for  a new,  more  deserving  nder  to  take  over.  I walked  up  to  a 
guard  and  killed  him  — broke  his  neck.  Then  I took  his  sword  and  cut 
down  two  more  guards.  I took  one  of  their  swords  and  made  my  way  to 
the  palace,  killing  anyone  in  my  path. 

I had  slain  my  way  to  the  throne  room  and  there  sitting  in  his 
place  of  power,  the  king.  I walked  to  the  throne,  cutting  down  all  near  me 
saying,  “I  have  worked  a long  time  for  you  and  received  no  appreciation 
for  it.  Now  I ask:  ‘What  gives  you  the  right  to  be  king,  the  ruler  of  this 
land?’  I have  done  nothing  to  have  to  become  a slave.  Why  are  you  king, 
and  not  me?” 

He  said,  “I  am  king  by  birth.  I did  in  a few  short  years  what  my 
father  could  not  do  in  a lifetime.  I have  conquered  the  known  world.  Built 
structures  more  wondrous  than  the  mountains  of  the  west  and  east.  I have 
united  the  lands  all  across  the  seas.  The  world  is  in  my  hand  to  have  and 
toy  with  as  I wish.” 

I had  a spark  of  rage  flare  up  inside  me.  I shouted  at  him  so  the 
heavens  could  hear  me.  “I  think  it  is  time  you  give  up  that  plaything  to 
someone  more  worthy  than  yourself.  I challenge  you  to  a duel.  The  winner 
gets  the  world,  the  loser  gets. . .well  that  is  for  the  winner  to  decide.  Let's 
go!” 

I charge  at  him  as  he  leapt  off  the  throne  and  landed  behind  me. 
I spun  around  bringing  the  blades  hand  on  his  great  sword.  He  kick  me 
into  the  stairs  as  he  swung  the  great  sword  over  his  head.  When  he  got 
close  enough  to  me  I jumped  up  to  kick  him  down  the  steps  as  I landed  on 
my  feet.  Then  I jumped  up  again  to  dive  blades  front  at  him.  He  rounded 
out  the  way.  I smiled,  saying,  “You’re  good,  but  I am  better.  I have  not 
wasted  a quarter  of  my  life  to  die  now.  Not  when  I am  so  close  to  getting 
the  respect  I long  for.  Now  you  should  die  and  there  will  be  a new  king,  a 
new  world,  and  a new  god!  Now  I shall  strike  you  down  for  what  you  have 
done!” 

He  thrust  his  blade  at  me,  but  I jump  in  the  air  doing  a forward 
leap  toward  his  head.  His  eyes  was  wide  as  he  watch  my  blades  come 
closer  to  his  head.  He  quickly  swung  his  great  sword  again,  but  I parry  it 
to  the  ground  with  one  blade;  as  the  other  sever  his  mouth  from  the  nose.  I 
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grab  the  top  part  demand  a bottle  of  his  best  wine.  The  servants  bring  it  to 
as  I remove  the  skin  and  insides  from  his  skull.  I take  the  bottle  and  drunk 
from  king’s  skull  as  I sat  on  the  throne. 

A boy  walked  in,  and  saw  the  king’s  body,  and  me  drinking 
from  his  skull.  He  moved  up  to  me  asking  if  I killed  his  father.  I said  “Yes, 
I did  now  I am  king.  What  you  going  to  do  about  it?” 

The  boy  was  1 3 years  old.  The  same  age  I decided  I had  had 
enough  and  wanted  to  be  king.  “I  am  now  king  of  kings  and  ruler  of  all  the 
Earth!  If  you  want  my  head,  then  take  it  if  you  can.” 

He  grabbed  a sword  from  one  of  the  dead  and  charged  at  me.  I 
put  the  skull  down  and  picked  up  the  great  sword  and  allowed  him  three 
swings  to  cut  me.  He  failed  to  land  a hit.  On  the  fourth  attempt  I kicked 
him  in  the  chin  sending  him  flying  into  the  air.  Next,  I cut  him  into  three 
parts  with  the  wine  bottle  in  my  hand,  and  proclaimed,  “I  am  now  the  king 
of  kings.  My  reign  should  last  a long  time,  longer  than  his  at  least.  It  is 
good  to  be  king.” 

As  I said  that  a lightning  bolt  flash  through  the  ceiling  and  out 
of  it  appeared  seven  man  and  three  women  in  blazing  gold  armor  each 
holding  weapons  ranging  from  a trident,  spear,  swords,  whips,  battle-axes, 
and  war-hammer.  I saw  that  their  skin  was  burning  red  and  the  biggest  one 
had  a double  bladed  sword.  Each  weapon  had  a fiery  glow  to  it  as  if  it  was 
made  of  golden  flames.  I also  saw  that  the  big  one  had  sparks  flying 
around  him. 

When  he  spoke  the  whole  building  shook  and  his  voice  was 
louder  than  thunder.  “I  have  watch  you  work  as  a slave.  Fight  as  a warrior. 
Act  like  someone  who  could  challenge  the  gods,  US!  I think  you  should 
really  consider  the  consequences  your  actions  may  bring  about.  For  I, 
Zerator,  king  of  the  gods  and  father  of  men.  I will  let  you  repent  and 
choose  a different  path  to  take.  A path  in  service  to  us  and  we  should 
overlook  the  actions  you  have  taken  this  day.” 

“I  shall  not  repent  for  I have  done  nothing  wrong.  I am  only 
taking  what  should  be  mine.  I shall  not  serve  anyone  anymore.  I will  be 
my  own  master.” 

The  smallest  of  the  gods  step  up  to  me.  “I  think  you  got  a box, 
but  are  ignoring  the  warnings  to  not  open  it.  If  you  open  it  you  will  not 
like  what  you  find.  I assure  you,  I will  not  let  you  open  the  box.  I will  kill 
you  first.” 

I cut  off  his  head,  and  his  body  exploded.  As  it  was  burning  I 
absorbed  the  energy  from  it  growing  stronger  with  each  ounce  I took. 
“Never  threaten  someone  if  you  can’t  back  it  up!” 

I spun  my  sword  around  in  a circular  motion  smiling.  “Who’s 

next?” 

They  readied  their  weapons  and  I could  feel  their  anger;  the 
room  burned  with  their  rage.  “I  won’t  be  a slave  again  to  anyone,” 
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I thought  to  myself  as  I allowed  my  hatred  for  them  to  boil  over  and  feed 
my  power.  I have  already  made  my  kill. 

The  next  move  is  theirs.  I wonder  what  they  will  do;  now  that  I 
know  I can  challenge  them  on  even  ground. 


Should* 

Karyn  Bryant 

Shoulds  are  good 
Unless  there’s  too  many. 
If  you  go  overboard 
You  cannot  do  any. 
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Afterlife 

Charlotte  Eure 

The  last  time  I ever  spoke  to  my  mother  I reminded  her  to  drink 
water,  and  she  responded  as  though  she  had  forgotten  that  was  a thing  that 
humans  need  to  do.  “Oh  yeah,  you're  right.  That’s  good  advice.  I'll  do 
that."  Her  voice  was  small  and  hoarse.  She  told  me  she  believed  she  just 
had  a bad  cold,  but  I was  worried.  My  intuition  was  horribly  right;  just  two 
days  later,  she  died. 

I knew  as  soon  as  I saw  that  I had  a missed  call  from  my  oldest 
brother.  Lee  never  calls  me.  1 refused  to  call  him  back  until  I had  gotten 
dressed,  like  I needed  to  prepare  myself  for  the  possibility  of  being  unable 
to  perform  even  that  simple  task  once  he  told  me  what  was  sure  to  be 
terrible  news.  Marcus,  my  second  oldest  brother,  was  the  one  to  deliver  it 
to  me.  The  sudden  reality  of  it  numbed  me  until  I hung  up  the  phone  and 
walked  over  to  my  boyfriend,  who  was  looking  at  me  with  the  same  eyes 
I'd  had  just  moments  before:  something  terrible  has  happened,  but  please 
don’t  let  it  be  the  worst.  I collapsed  in  his  arms,  sobbing  so  dramatically 
that  I almost  felt  obscene.  My  dad  had  died  suddenly  when  I was  10,  and  I 
recalled  my  younger  brother  and  1 screaming  inconsolably  until  we  finally 
fell  asleep,  exhausted.  I was  older  now,  living  on  my  own,  taking  care  of 
myself.  I shouldn't  be  sobbing  like  a child.  1 had  to  pull  it  together  and  call 
my  younger  brother,  as  the  chain  of  command  appeared  to  be  moving.  He 
was  at  work,  and  I hated  that  I had  to  call  him  there.  I knew  my  voice 
would  give  everything  away,  so  there  was  no  hope  in  saving  the  news  until 
I could  tell  him  face  to  face.  I felt  like  a robot  as  I recited  the  words 
Marcus  had  said  to  me.  Justin  reflected  the  robot  right  back  at  me  and  said 
he  would  be  over  right  away. 

The  next  day,  all  my  brothers  and  I were  in  my  mother’s  tiny 
house  in  North  Carolina,  going  through  her  things,  trying  to  make  sense  of 
what  happened.  She  had  so  many  notes  everywhere:  fragments  of 
thoughts,  schedules  for  pills  to  take,  little  reminders  to  be  positive,  songs 
to  download.  Her  bedroom  was  a mess,  haunted  by  the  remnants  of  her 
last  days.  My  sister-in-law  had  found  her  there  on  the  bedroom  floor. 
Sometimes  I imagine  her  last  moments.  I wonder  if  she  knew  she  was 
dying.  I wonder  if  she  was  afraid.  I wondered  all  these  things  for  the  first 
time  as  I stood  in  the  place  where  she  died,  and  I walked  out  the  back  door 
into  the  May  air  and  slowly  lowered  myself  face-down  onto  the  grass.  I 
took  deep  breaths.  My  head  was  swimming  with  everything  and  nothing 
all  at  once.  Nothing  felt  real  but  the  scent  and  feel  of  the  earth. 

We  decided  not  to  have  a funeral.  Instead,  we  held  a very  small 
memorial  at  her  sister's  house  on  the  Currituck  Sound.  We  took  turns 
spreading  her  ashes  in  the  water.  Instantly  after  the  last  fell  from  the  box 
into  the  water,  a sudden  surge  of  small,  intense  waves  crashed  against  the 
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edge  of  the  land.  The  Sound  was  normally  incredibly  calm,  and  there  had 
been  no  strong  wind  until  that  point.  As  quickly  as  it  started,  it  abruptly 
ended.  Everyone  looked  around  at  each  other  with  the  same  expression  of 
disbelief.  My  brothers  and  I are  not  religious,  yet  we  all  experienced 
something  very  surreal  in  that  moment,  and  all  of  us  had  the  thought, 
however  ridiculous  or  reasonable  it  was,  that  our  mother  was  in  that  surge. 
It  was  as  though  the  strange  ritual  of  spreading  her  ashes  had  some 
alchemical  effect,  and  nature  responded. 

My  mother  believed  in  angels.  She  believed  she  would  be 
reunited  with  my  father  one  day  in  the  afterlife.  She  told  me  this  story 
many  times,  and  I always  thought  it  was  sweet,  though  I never  believed  it 
myself.  1 don't  believe  that  death  will  reunite  me  with  my  mother,  and  I 
don’t  believe  that  it  reunited  her  with  my  father.  But  there  is  a story  I tell 
myself  when  I feel  overwhelmed  by  the  heartbreaking  fragility  of  life,  and 
1 want  to  believe  in  it  as  much  as  my  mother  believed  in  hers.  As  I have 
done  before,  I imagine  her  in  her  final  moments.  She  is  lying  on  the  floor, 
but  in  this  version,  the  hard  wood  becomes  spring  grass,  soft  and  alive.  In 
this  version,  she  doesn't  see  the  boxes  and  dust  beneath  her  bed.  She  sees 
my  dad.  She  sees  her  story  coming  true,  and  she  is  not  afraid. 
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Mr.  Bullet  with  no  name 

Phyllis  Hester 

Mr.  Bullet  with  no  name 

I can  see  there’s  no  shame  in  your  game 

Why,  do  you  want  to  take  the  life  of  a mother’s  child? 

Can’t  you  hear  their  painful  cries? 

Are  you  working  for  that  man  in  red? 

You  know  he  wants  the  sinners  dead 

Mr.  Bullet  with  no  name 

Why  do  your  killers  go  insane  soon  after  their  1 5 minutes  of  fame? 
Causing  their  family  nothing  but  shame 
Why,  are  you  using  the  young  and  the  old? 

Is  it  because  you  are  just  that  bold? 

Mr.  Bullet  with  no  name 
You  are  teaching  these  sinners  very  well 
And  leading  them  all  straight  to  jail 
There's  many  who  won’t  make  bail 

Cause  of  the  electric  chair,  it’s  their  own  prayers  their  souls  have  to  bare 
I don’t  salute  you  for  being  the  winner 
Because  you  took  good  people  and  turned  them  into  sinners 


Steel  and  Ice:  Excerpt 

Sara  Laudeman 

X - Triple  Trials 

Kel  awoke  with  a sudden  start  and  a sharp  gasp.  Sria  was 
nowhere  to  be  found,  but  there  was  again  strength  in  her  limbs  and  armor 
on  the  mannequin.  It  was  the  leathers  of  an  assassin  that  awaited  her.  She 
cursed  silently,  and  Sria’s  words  floated  into  her  mind. 

Dress,  child.  Greatness  awaits  this  day. 

A dull  groan  arose  from  Kel  as  she  hauled  herself  from  the  bed, 
her  eyes  closing  lightly  in  an  attempt  to  find  some  strength  with  which  she 
could  face  the  trials  that  were  coming,  as  she  knew.  The  armor  fit  as  it  had 
the  first  time  she  had  worn  it  in  service  of  the  goddess.  The  seams  flowed 
smoothly,  and  it  felt  almost  as  though  she  wore  no  armor  at  all.  An 
appreciated  change  from  the  plate  of  the  last  trek  through  time. 

She  was  not  hungry.  She  was  not  tired.  She  felt  nearly  nothing. 
She  pinched  herself  and  cursed  violently.  She  was  awake,  and  with  the 
pain  came  the  hunger  and  thirst  and  other  things  that  plagued  mortal 
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bodies  so.  A small  sigh  escaped  her  as  she  bore  herself  on  healed  legs  to 
the  dining  room,  finding  food  again  spread  on  the  table,  a small  meal  this 
time,  but  a meal  made  for  her  nonetheless. 

She  dug  in  with  gusto,  devouring  the  bread  and  cheese  and  eggs 
with  a hunger  that  was  more  suited  to  a minotaur  than  the  slight  human 
woman.  Once  the  food  was  gone,  not  that  long  all  things  considered,  Kel 
rose  again  and  filled  a glass  out  of  the  tap.  The  cold  water  was  refreshing, 
and  the  mineral  taste  failed  to  phase  her  this  morning.  It  was  with  some 
trepidation,  though,  that  she  rose  and  faced  the  stone  wall  she  knew  held 
Sria’s  door. 

As  the  surroundings  faded,  she  heard  Tellar’s  voice  clearly, 
“Have  faith  in  something,  why  don’t  you?” 

The  dream  of  the  night  before  had  left  a warmth  in  her  heart  that 
she  had  missed. 

The  world  that  materialized  around  her  was  not  friendly.  Sria’s 
face  was  cold,  harsh,  and  bitter,  her  voice  cutting  into  Kel’s  physical  flesh, 
“Get  you  gone,”  she  spat  roughly,  “See  how  you  fare  again.” 

Kel  opened  her  mouth  to  speak,  but  found  herself  cut  off  by  the 
sucking,  swirling  sensation  of  falling  through  time.  The  strands  of  chaos 
pulled  at  her  skin,  and  her  mind,  tearing  her  apart  and  pushing  her  spirit, 
body,  and  mind  back  together  in  turns.  She  felt  laid  bare,  open  like  a book 
to  be  read  and  observed  by  anyone  who  was  watching  her  passage.  She 
felt  the  fear  of  death,  the  hatred  of  life,  and  the  cold,  calculating  cruelty 
that  marked  her  for  so  long  come  back  to  her  in  full  force. 

There  had  never  been  such  a thing  as  cruelty,  in  Kel’s  mind, 
only  necessity,  but  in  looking  back  in  that  aeonic  instant,  she  realized  it 
was  indeed  cruelty  that  drove  her  enjoyment  of  pain.  Cruelty  was  to  blame 
for  the  callousness  she  showed  her  victims. 

And  she  was  to  blame  for  the  cruelty. 

As  the  world  rearranged  itself  around  her,  she  sank  into  a 
crouch,  immediately  knowing  and  understanding  what  was  coming.  There 
was  no  question  of  the  strange  silence.  There  was  no  doubt  of  the  meaning 
of  the  shimmering  lights  that  ghosted  along  the  corridor.  She  knew  what 
she  was  doing  here. 

Her  hand  went  instinctively  to  her  waist,  finding  with  some 
reassurance  the  belt  that  held  her  lock  picks  once  more  and  in  addition  to 
those,  she  found  with  a smile,  a silken  pouch.  She  slipped  a finger  into  the 
pouch,  withdrawing  it  trailing  inky  darkness  as  she  had  expected.  The 
lights  were  the  work  of  many  tireless  paladins,  but  just  as  there  must  be 
light  in  the  darkness,  so  too  must  there  be  darkness  in  the  light. 

A pinch  of  the  black  powder  was  thrown  at  the  closest  globe  of 
brilliance,  masking  it  and  dampening  the  light.  Another  pinch  went  over 
the  next  orb  with  the  same  effects,  and  then  two  more  lights  found  eternal 
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darkness.  Kel  glanced  about  her  for  a landmark  of  some  sort,  and  then 
slipped  off. 

The  fear  of  the  dark  was  within  every  individual,  and  Kelly 
Markesson  was  no  exception.  Merely  handling  the  darkness  dust,  even 
with  leather  gloves  on,  gave  her  the  creeping  sensation  that  someone  was 
following  her.  Her  silent  footsteps  glided  across  the  floor,  though,  casting 
the  lights  in  shadow  whenever  she  came  upon  them,  and  despite  the 
sensation  of  doubt  that  trailed  her,  there  was  no  one  behind  her.  She 
spared  no  time  to  glance  over  her  shoulder,  trusting  her  other  senses  to 
assure  her. 

The  twisting  passages  failed  to  confuse  her,  as  Kel’s 
photographic  memory  recalled  the  path  she  had  taken  perfectly. 
Unimpressive,  identical  stone  walls  loomed  over  her,  gleaming  with 
polish.  The  gray  paths  seemed  to  stretch  forever,  the  trail  of  darkened 
lights  her  only  guide  back,  aside  from  her  memory. 

Two  more  rights  and  a gentle  slope  to  the  left  found  her  standing 
at  the  end  of  a long  row  of  prison  cells.  The  lights  were  thicker  there, 
clustered  at  the  doors  of  the  cells,  and  Kel  produced  a handful  of  dust, 
blowing  on  it  softly,  letting  it  float  across  the  hallway,  coating  the  lights  as 
it  went,  plunging  the  room  into  total  darkness.  Kel  slipped  from  cell  to 
cell,  counting,  whispering  words  of  silence  to  the  men  and  women  who 
came  to  the  bars.  The  fifth  cell  from  the  right  was  her  destination,  and  she 
quickly  and  deftly  picked  the  simple  lock  on  the  bars,  swinging  them  open 
silently.  The  man  inside  was  strapped  to  rack,  stretched  out,  but  not 
cranked  to  tightness.  He  hung  limp  in  the  device,  lash  marks  across  his 
back  as  Kel  crept  closer,  her  eyes  narrowing  as  she  looked  on  the  one-time 
bounty  hunter. 

“Lex,”  she  whispered  harshly,  “Wake  up.” 

Lex  groaned,  “What...?” 

“Wake  up,  bastard.  It’s  time  to  go.” 

“Go...  where?” 

Kel  cursed,  pulling  her  dagger  from  its  resting  place  on  her  hip 
and  slicing  through  the  ropes  binding  the  elven  hunter.  Catching  his 
weight,  she  hauled  him  upright.  “Can  you  walk?” 

“I’ll  manage,”  he  slurred,  “S’all  good...” 

“Good.  Did  you  tell  them  anything?” 

“No...  Didn’t  break  me  yet.” 

“Perfect.  Run.” 

And  he  did,  setting  off  at  a shuffling  walk  that  was,  in  theory,  a 
run.  Kel  gave  him  a ten  second  head  start,  counting  slowly  as  he 
disappeared  into  the  darkness. 

“One.” 

He  was  off  as  fast  as  he  could,  scrambling  around  the  frame  of 
the  bars  that  had  held  him  for  so  long. 
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“Two,”  Kel  smirked,  listening  to  his  footsteps  shuffle  off  into 
the  darkness,  the  smile  that  played  around  her  face  was  not  one  of 
friendship  or  of  success,  it  was  one  of  a challenge.  She  had  the  scent,  and 
she  would  not  let  Lex  escape. 

“Three.” 

“Four.” 

“Five.” 

Lex’s  shuffling  footsteps  came  back  towards  the  cage;  he  had 
apparently  reached  the  end  of  the  hall  and  found  it  a dead  end. 

“Six.” 

“Seven.” 

The  footsteps  were  right  outside  of  the  cell  Kel  stood  in  the 
doorway  of,  and  she  stuck  her  knife  hand  out,  tucking  the  blade  down  and 
then  twisting  up  as  Lex  impaled  himself  on  it,  “Eight,  nine,  ten.”  She 
laughed  softly,  letting  the  body  fall,  jogging  down  to  the  far  end  of  the 
cellblock,  throwing  the  switch  she  knew  she  would  find  there.  She  did. 
The  satisfying  release  of  all  of  the  cells  rang  out  in  the  darkness,  and 
silence  reigned  as  the  thieves  and  murderers  slipped  out.  Kel’s  voice  was 
low,  “Follow  the  darkness,  you’ll  find  the  light.” 

With  a grim  laugh,  she  braced  herself  as  darkness  overtook  her, 
dragging  her  back  to  her  own  time  in  a swirl  of  hazy  pain  that  barely 
seemed  to  breach  the  beginnings  of  a plan  in  her  mind. 

Sria  was  waiting  for  her  in  the  large  cavern  with  the  altar.  The 
look  on  her  face  was  slightly  more  amiable  than  it  had  been  before  Kel’s 
departure.  But,  Kel  noted,  wincing  as  she  forced  her  body  to  straighten  in 
front  of  the  goddess,  her  eyes  were  still  obsidian.  Likely  not  a good  sign. 

Sria’s  voice,  however,  was  carefully  calm,  “Good  job.  Where 
were  you  last  night?” 

“Sleeping,  Lady.” 

“Did  you  dream?” 

Kel,  without  hesitating,  shook  her  head,  “No,  Lady,  not  that  I 

recall.” 

The  goddess’  eyes  shift  from  black  to  a softer  green,  a softer 
green  that  betrayed  wariness,  “Very  well  then,  go  rest  and  recover.  You 
have  much  work  ahead  of  you.” 
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Resilience 

Chad  Banister 

The  ability  to  overcome, 
an  awkward  childhood, 
an  alcoholic  father, 
a lack  of  motivation. 

The  ability  to  perceive, 

Your  potential, 

Your  future, 

Your  goals. 

The  drive  to  rise  above, 

The  negativity, 

The  arrogance, 

The  prejudice. 

This  is  the  true  meaning  of  life, 
To  live, 

To  learn, 

To  love. 
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Waiting 

Sara  Laudeman 


Why  does  it  always  come  down  to  waiting? 

Beats  me. 

I mean...  Damn. 


It's  always  about  waiting. 

Waiting... 

Waiting... 


For  things  to  fall  into  place 
Like  they  do 
One  way 
One  day. 

Waiting  to  see 
To  walk 

To  talk 

To  learn 

To  grow 

To  mature 

To  live 

To  love 

To  die. 

WHY? 

Waiting  to  hope 

To  dream 

To  listen  and  speak 

To  rage 

To  cry 

No  one  knows  why  we  scream 
We  shout 

We  let  it  all  out. 

To  let  go  for  a moment  and  forget 
What  ails  you,  and  get 
A moment  alone 
In  what  you 
Love. 


Waiting. 

To  see  what  happens 

And  where  we  end  up 


But  there  are  days 

When  you  want  to  push  the  feather 
One  way  or  another 
to  see  whether 
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It  changes  how  it  falls 


Because. 

Because... 

Because. 


BUT 

You  don't; 

You  can’t; 

You  won’t; 


You  have  to  wait. 


You  have  to  wait. 


Because  you  don’t  have  a choice 


Wait. 

Wait. 


Wait. 


But  to  wait. 

You  have  to  see 
What  happens. 


What  you  havo 

Gregory  Lake 

Open  up  your  hand 
reach  into  your  past, 
grab  what  makes  you  happy, 
stretch  it,  make  it  last. 

Toss  into  your  future 
everything  you  wish  to  have, 
the  things  that  make  you  happy, 
the  people  that  make  you  laugh. 
You  can  erase  all  the  bad  times, 
and  the  things  that  make  you  cry, 
but  without  those  lessons  learned 
the  you  you  know  would  die. 

It  is  through  pain  and  sorrow 
we  are  forged  into  who  we  are, 
warriors  that  survived  the  battle 
adorned  with  healing  scars. 

When  the  struggle  is  at  an  end, 
and  all  your  trials  are  met, 
sit  back  and  enjoy  the  life  you  have, 
and  cherish  the  gifts  you  get. 
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The  Road  to  No-Whore 

Michelle  Blackwood 

Have  you  ever  found  yourself  on  a road  headed  somewhere. . . 

And  wondered  how  in  the  world  you  got  there? 

Welcome  to  the  road  that  leads  No-Where 

You’ve  lost  all  thought  or  recollection  of  where  you  are. . . 

Or  where  you  have  been,  your  mind  an  empty  slate 

You’ve  found  the  path  that  leads  No-Where 

You’ve  lost  all  sense  of  time...  as  the  fog  begins  to  lift 

You  struggle  to  make  some  sense  of  it  all,  what  has  brought  you  here? 

How  do  we  arrive  at  the  destination  No-Where 

What  has  transpired. . .what  have  you  done. . .what  is  really  real. . . 

What  is  the  last  thing  you  recall? 

What  have  we  lost  in  order  to  find  our  way. . .No-Where 

As  you  gaze  around. . .you  realize. . .you  are  not  alone 

Many  other  lost  souls  have  found  their  way  aground 

Now  what  happens. . .in  the  land  of  No-Where 

We  all  fear  something. . .our  greatest  fear  is  meeting  it  face  to  face 

Facing  it  alone. . .all  alone. . .to  find  that  our  hard  work  has  brought  us 


...No-Where 


Have  you  ever  found  yourself  on  a road  headed  somewhere. . . 

And  wondered  how  in  the  world  you  got  there? 

Now  is  the  time  to  awaken!  Pay  attention!  Before  it  is  too  late 

And  you  discover  the  road  that  leads. . .No-Where  has  your  footprints 

Stand  still  and  stumble  into  No-Where. ..the  question  is... 
will  you  there  remain? 

For  in  order  to  get  somewhere  you  need  to  be  ever  forward  going. . . 

Forward  toward  hope,  toward  light,  toward  the  prize. . .Forward 
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On  filming  30 

Emily  Pakes 

New  steps  fall 
Follow  footsteps 
Follow  fast 
Fling  through  fall 
Unfurling  future 
Over  past 


You  Can  Make  A Difference 

Hanna  Mala 

You  can  make  a difference 
By  telling  yourself  there  are  rules 
And  there  are  regulations 

You  follow  them  by  following,  making  a difference 

You  can  make  a difference 
By  changing  one's  opinion 
Without  persuading  them 

Just  by  letting  them  know  the  truth  that  lies  within  your  heart 

You  can  make  a difference 
Just  by  starting  now 

Letting  the  world  know  that  it's  not  a symbol  of  violence 
If  it  is,  let’s  work  on  it  now  rather  than  later,  because  it  just  may  be  too 
late  later  on 

You  can  make  a difference 

Of  how  we  are  combining  our  world  together, 

Instead  of  slicing  into  pieces  what’s  hard  to  put  back  together 
So  gotta  start  somewhere,  might  as  well  start  now  than  tomorrow 
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Inspired  by  the  "Letter  from  Birmingham 
Jair  2013 

Richard  Cisco 

Law,  order  and  common  sense  in  this  sense 
Will  be  leaning  on  our  intent  to  invent 
Negro  relevance  in  the  midst  of  whites  absence 
Of  actions,  ‘cept  for  the  lashings  they  hope 
Latches  to  our  hope  and  impact  the 
factions  of  family  and  peace. 

We  seep  passion  while  seeking  understanding  when  we  speak. 

Our  words  cant  be  vacant. 

Sin  is  separation  from  our  vocation 

And  patience  means  being  complacent  with  our  condemned  nature. 

We  were  citizens  of  a sinners  whim,  centered  in  a circle 
Without  inner  strength.  But  now,  in  action  is  a past  tense. 

With  fasting  and  praying  there's  no  delaying  our  sanction  of  placement, 
in  place  where  we're  meant  to  be. 

Purgatory  will  no  longer  be  our  observatory. 

Derogatory  for  blacks  will  no  longer  be  synonymous  with  "Nigger" 

Cuz  the  trigger  word  really  means  IG-norant. 

Ignorance  never  was  blissful,  not  when  we  get  eyefuls 
Of  our  brothers  getting  bludgeoned  and  it  getting  called  southern 
hospitality. 

Fatality  is  never  a factor  if  you  want  to  speak  on  social  accuracy  or  ethical 
mentality. 

Tragedy  and  miss-haps  happen  when  we  placate  with  false  intent. 

We  will  not  indent,  we're  hell  bent  on  receiving  the  vision  thats  heaven 
sent. 

Justice  delayed  is  a justice  denied,  never  justified  to  the  lives  in  the  bind. 
If  we  could 

Intertwine  our  minds  and  work  as  one  we  wont  be  blind  to  divine  will  and 
thy  will 

Be  done.  This  conundrum  is  the  sum  of  evil, 

This  conundrum  shuns  the  word  ofjesus. 

Moment  starts  with  the  will  of  the  people  and  we  wont  stop  till  we  see 
freedom 

Through  the  peep  hole. 


Candlde  Condensed 

Karyn  Bryant 

Many  years  ago,  this  very  day, 

In  a castle  in  Westphalia  quite  far  away 
A chain  of  events  surrounding  one  man 
Taught  a life-lesson  - Here’s  how  it  began: 
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Naive  Candide  became  quite  fond 
Of  the  lovely  Lady  Cunegonde. 

He  snuck  a kiss  and  lost  his  home. 

Destined  for  many  years  to  roam. 

Pangloss,  his  teacher,  was  placed  under  arrest 
For  preaching  that  everything  was  for  the  best. 

Candide  found  his  love  after  thinking  she'd  died. 

He  killed  both  her  masters  then  went  off  to  hide. 

While  Cunegonde  and  her  servant  were  bought  and  sold, 
Candide  and  his  servant  found  and  lost  gold. 

Candide  heard  theories  from  many  wise  men. 

Considered  their  words,  then  travelled  again. 

Candide,  at  last  reunited  with  his  friends. 

Bought  a small  farm  and  a garden  to  tend. 


You’re  A 

Hanna  Mala 

You're  a 

Crystal  that  everyone  wants  to  have 

But  can't  because  its  your  smile  itself 

No  one  in  the  world  can  be  you  but  you  yourself 

You're  a 

Flower  that's  yet  to  bloom  in  the  month  of  may 
Yet  it’s  so  rare  to  find  beauty 
Like  this  one  flower 

You're  a 

Life  full  of  sweetness 
Not  like  candy,  eww  noo 

By  what  I mean  is  sweetness  is  your  personality  it  meets  the  world’s 
criteria 


You're  a 

Person  to  look  at  and  not  to  judge 
In  one’s  point  of  view 

Of  how  they  look  at  one  side  of  you  when  they  should  look  at  both  sides 
of  you,  as  the  fabulous  friend  you  are 


83 


You're  a 

Genuine  star  that  orbits  the  sun 

Whenever  darkness  falls 

You're  there  to  brighten  the  earth  back  up 

You're  a 

Light  that  lightens  up  the  halo 
Surrounded  by  earth 

So  please  grow  more  flowers  on  this  earth  that  are  just  like  you 
You're  a 

Symbol  of  beauty 
That  shines  like  the  stars 

In  the  night  skies,  so  keep  it  — you  don't  want  anybody  to  steal  your 
beauty 


“Dawn  Fire  Flower”  by  Ben  Pepe 
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Dragon  of  Light 

Bernard  Liles 

Dragon  of  light,  you  are  the  mighty  one,  the  one  that  the 
darkness  cannot  stop.  You  are  a beacon  of  hope  for  us  all.  You  are  the 
light  that  bums  in  the  dark.  You  are  the  fire  that  keeps  the  cold  at  bay. 
Dragon  of  light,  you  fight  the  evil  beyond  this  world  with  might  and  truth. 
You  are  second  bom  from  the  High  One,  father  of  us  all.  The  flames  that 
forged  the  universe  birth  you  first.  The  seed  of  life  gave  you  power  - to 
destroy  us  all.  Dragon  of  light,  who  can  resist  your  mighty  flames?  Who 
can  withstand  your  all-powerful  roar?  Who  can  stand  up  to  the  almighty 
dragon  of  light?  No  one  can  defeat  you,  dragon  of  light.  You  should 
remain  when  all  is  reduced  to  ash,  dragon  of  light.  The  light  that  shines 
from  you  is  brighter  than  the  stars  in  the  heavens.  The  High  One,  your 
father,  is  not  an  equal  to  you,  dragon  of  light.  Who  will  save  us  from  your 
wrath?  Who  do  we  pray  to  for  deliverance  from  fury?  If  we  wrong  you, 
who  can  right  it?  Where  might  we  go  to  escape  your  rage?  No  one  can 
stop  your  anger  from  consuming  us  all.  There  is  no  person  who  could  save 
us  if  we  sin  against  you.  There  is  no  one  to  pray  to  for  mercy  for  any 
offenses  done.  No  one  could  play  mediator  for  us  if  we  offend  you  and  no 
one  could  be  guardian  if  we  angered  you.  We  try  not  to  upset  you  for  fear 
of  death.  What  are  we  to  do  to  keep  your  anger  tender?  How  long  will  you 
continue  to  protect  us?  Neither  time  nor  death  has  power  over  you.  What 
can  move  you  if  the  all  forces  of  the  universe  cannot  touch  you?  Dragon  of 
light,  will  you  ever  turn  away  from  light?  Will  the  unstoppable  force  of 
good  become  corrupted?  What  will  happen  if  you,  a defender  of  rightness, 
become  an  uncontrollable  force  of  destruction?  What  will  happen  then? 

We  will  have  to  see.  I hope  to  never  find  out,  since  we  are  going  to  be 
helpless  to  defend  ourselves.  Then  what  shall  occur  after  all  is  gone?  How 
long  will  you  remain?  Dragon  of  light,  will  you  ever  be  a dragon  of 
darkness,  devouring  the  light  and  destroying  everyone  you  hold  dear? 

What  new  path  will  you  take  and  will  we  live  to  see  its  end? 


Flight  Of  Th®  Ball 

Karen  Chamberlain 

The  crack  of  thunder, 

A running  and  a catching  of  the  ball,  a signal  to  the  day. 

Thunder  to  strike  and  launch  into  the  air, 

Flying  left  and  right  in  a world  where  a ball  must  be  caught. 

Great  balls  of  fire,  to  fly  untouched,  to  land  in  hand. 

To  rebound  and  land  once  more,  taking  out  the  man  on  the  ran. 

Flying  to  1st  with  doom  on  the  air,  but  saved  by  only  a touch  of  the 
midway  base. 

The  pitcher’s  deception  curving  and  zipping  through  the  air,  spinning  out 
of  control. 
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The  hitter’s  swing  flying  once  more,  hurtling  to  the  side  and  dropping  just 
within. 

A bullet  to  fly,  rolling  in  the  quaking  thunders  of  the  battlefield. 

Dim  shadows  changing  the  light, 

All  the  players  striving  to  reach  an  end. 

The  twist  of  a finger,  a flick  of  the  ball,  a miss, 

The  ball  slipping  by  falling  to  the  ground,  the  runner  flying  home. 

A groan  of  horror,  a mistake! 

Again,  the  runner  flying  through. 

Falling  behind,  the  fear  of  defeat,  the  last  inning  looming  near  and  so 
many  runs  behind. 

Striking  with  fury,  the  bullet  to  fly  farther  and  faster. 

A run  still  not  enough,  the  pressure  is  rising  and  amounting, 

Weighing  and  feeling  the  chances,  the  crowd  is  groaning, 

Following  in  motion,  in  thought. 

Wind  shifting,  a change  in  the  ball,  a chance! 

A run,  another!  Just  a little  further. 

Hope  renewed  to  last  until  the  end,  the  tide  has  been  reached. 

A smash  of  the  bat,  a look  of  shock  splintering  across  the  field, 

Running.  Harder,  passing  by  1 st  and  2nd  almost  there, 

Passing  the  third,  no!  Keep  running,  the  bullet  to  fly. 

Ducking  and  diving, 

Reaching  forward,  the  ball  flying  overhead. . . 

Out!  Is  the  cry  of  the  umpire, 

No  way,  it’s  right, 

A recheck,  the  replay. 

But  only  by  a hair  was  it  missed. 

Turned  too  far,  the  ball  had  not  touched. 

The  bases  are  loaded,  this  sudden  miracle  through  the  air, 

Flying  and  looping,  gravitating  to  an  end. 

A catch,  the  final  strike, 

The  player’s  relief. 

The  game  has  ended. 
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Aw  Crap! 

James  Barrow 

The  story  I am  telling  you. 

Quite  sad  but  very  true. 

Is  of  a bird  that  on  my  face 
Did  drop  a load  of  poo. 

It  hit  my  forehead  and  my  nose 
Part  brown,  part  white  as  snow. 

Of  all  the  random  passersby, 

'Twas  I the  rascal  chose. 

I wondered  what  I did  that  night 
That  ever  would  incite 
Such  actions  from  that  little  bird. 
Above  and  out  of  sight. 

When  this  affair  was  over.  done. 

I thought  I'd  have  some  fun 
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And  wrote  this  poem  for  you  all 
Of  one  bird’s  hit  and  run! 


Life  is  beautiful 

Hanna  Mala 

Life  is  beautiful 

Because  you're  in  it  for  one  reason 

That  (he  heart  grows  fonder 

With  every  minute  1 get  to  spend  with  you 

Life  is  beautiful 

Cause  you  thought  I'm  superficial 
In  the  chance  you  took 

And  you  looked  at  me  as  the  second  woman  in  your  life  that  I could  be 
Life  is  beautiful 

You  very  well  remind  me  of  the  man  I can  be  with 

And  1 can  tell  all  my  wishes  to 

Just  like  when  I told  the  ones  to  my  father  too 

Life  is  beautiful 
Now  that  I've  found  someone 
Who  I can  unconditionally  love 
Not  for  the  fortune  nor  the  fame 

Life  is  beautiful 

If  I must  say  I hope  you  see  me 

As  the  way 

And  now  I can  give  you  a hug  with  my  open  arms 
Life  is  beautiful 

If  I must  say  I hope  you  and  I will  continue  to  say  I love  you 
Maybe  we  can  say  in  another  way 

Or  I'll  write  to  you  and  say  I love  you,  so  I hope  you  love  me  too 
Life  is  beautiful 

Because  one  day  we'll  say  our  I dos 
Then  I can  love  you  the  right  way 
The  way  you're  supposed  to  love 
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Life  is  beautiful 

Your  love  is  so  typical 

That  it  is  so  hard  to  find  a man  like  you 

And  the  love  I have  for  you  is  unconditional 

Life  is  beautiful 

Trying  to  imagine  you  finding  a better  woman  like  me 
That  will  treat  you  right 

Even  if  it’s  day  or  night  maybe  if  the  time  is  right  or  not  ill  still  love  you  if 
you're  not 


Art  done  by  Randy  McGilvary 
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To  Combat  Summer’s  Boredom 

James  Barrow 

A boy  of  ten  plays  in  a field. 

A battered  stick  he  seems  to  wield. 

It  is  a sword,  a bow,  a spear. 

He  fights  a foe  that  is  concealed. 

He  battles  and  he  shows  no  fear, 

Though  goblin  cries  he  seems  to  hear. 

He  is  not  crazy  or  insane, 

And  yet  he  fights  and  is  sincere. 

What  is  this  world  that  he  can  feign 
E’en  as  the  daylight  starts  to  wane? 

Imagination  is  its  name, 

And  he,  its  king,  will  always  reign. 

He  now  is  sweating  from  his  game, 

For  he  has  played  since  dawn  first  came. 

Amusement  is  his  only  aim, 

That  summer’s  boredom  he  may  tame. 
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Art  done  by  Brooklyn  Leshea  Lefever 
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